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Old wood to bnrn, old books to read, old friends to talk, old tales to tell, old songs to sing. 

Life is a poem, Love, Religion, and Music its sweetest stanzas. In our hands are the strings which hold 
ftte harmonies. Shall we fill the air with wailing, or make an undersong so sweet that all will listen ? — Edna, 

Fire the poet or painter or musician with the passion of patriotism, the enthusiasm of humanity, the wor- 
-!lhip of the infinite and eternal God, and you will have the work which shall prove immortal — Newton, 

Nothing is permanent but change, nothing constant but death. Every pulsation of the heart inflicts a wound; 
life would be endless pain were it not for the divine gift of minstrelsy. It secures what Nature would deny,^ 
a golden age without rust, a Spring that never &des, cloudless prosperity and eternal youth.— ^ar»^. 
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Time wrecks the proudest piles we raise, 
The towers, the domes, the temples fall. 

The fortress trembles and decays, 

One breath of song outlasts them all. 

Oliver Wendell Holmes, 

To Xev. 8. F. flmitli, JBX. 80. Oct. 31, 1888. 



Three centuries ago, A. D. 1588, certain good reasons were given in a book of that period 
entitled ''Psalms, Sonnets and Songs/' why all persons should be taught to sing. They are as 
follows : '' I. It is a knowledge easily taught and quickly learned where there is a good master and 
an apt pupil. 2. The exercise of singing is delightful to nature, and good to preserve the health 
of man. 3. It doth strengthen all parts of the breast, and doth open the pipes. 4. It as a singu- 
larly good remedy for stuttering and stammering in speech. 5. It is the best means to procure 
a perfedl pronunciation and to make a good orator. 6. It is the only way to know where nature 
has bestowed a sweet voice, and in many that excellent gift is lost because they want art to ex- 
press nature. 7. There is not any music of instrument whatsoever comparable to that which is 
made of the voices of men, where the voices are good and the same well sorted and ordered. 8. 
The better the voice is, the meeter it is to honor and serve God therewith, and the voice of man. 
is chiefly to be employed to that end.*' 

" Since singing is so good a thing, 
I wish all men would learn to sing.*' 



Our thanks are due to Publishers for copjrright favors, and to Prof. Cari, Matz for invaluable 
aid here gratefully acknowledged. The Compiler may be addressed through Messrs. Harper & 
Brothers, In reference to Old Songs that have been popular favorites, and will be glad to have 
suggestions from any persons who are interested. Some of the best selections in the various Num- 
bers have been suggested by lovers of song in different parts of the country often widely separated. 
The full list of Contents of the several Numbers may be had on application to the Publishers. 
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A Child Sleeps under a Rosebush Fair, German, 155 
Adeste Fideles, . . ^. Iie€uiing: 47 

Adieu»The - Anonymous, 163 

Ah! When, Quick Flashing, Fell, - F, P. Tosti, 150 
Ah ! Why wiU My Dear Littie ChUd, J. Taylor, 166 
A Land without a Storm, • - L. Solomon, 112 
Alice Gray, -.-/'. Millard, 62 

All Glory, Laud, and Honor, - M, Teschntr. 12 
A Man*s a Man for a' That, - Robert Bums, 152 
Andreas Hofer, - - Folksong, 105 

Angels from Realms of Glory, J, Montgomery, 127 
Annie's Tryst, • - W, E, Aytoun, 155 

Answers, - - . y. BlumenthaL 99 

At the Ferry, - F. E, Weatherly, 70 

A Thousand Leagues Away, • 7. Bamby, 38 
Away vrith Melancholy, - IV, Motart, 133 

Balnr is a Sailor Boy, - George Cooper, 135 

Banks of Allan Water, • Chas, E, Horn, 157 

Basseti, . Frant Abt, 149 

Beautiful Bells, - • E, O, Lyte. 16^ 

Beautiful Minka, - Russian Folksong, 102 

Bedouin Love Song, - Ciro Pinsuti, 176 

Behold, How Brightly Breaks, D, F, E, Auber, 174 

Be Hushed, Mv Dear, Thy Mother's Near, - - 49 

Better Land, The - Felicia Hemans, 73 

Blackbird, The - - Anonymous, 159 

Blessed Country, The - F, H, Himmel 14 

Blushing BCaple Tree» - Hamilton Aide, 21 

Bonnie Blue Flag, - H, McCarthy, 64 

Bonnie Dundee, - - Walter Scott, 30 

Bread to Pilgrims Given, • Thomas Aquinas. 16 

Brother and I, - - S, B, Ball, 147 

By the Blue Sea, - Henry Smart, 24 

By the Well before the Doorway, - F. Schubert 169 

Cnstanets Are Sounding, - Spanish, 68 

Castles in Spain, - - V, Bellini, 54 

Cast Thy Bread upon the Waters, J, L, RoeckeL 17 

Cast Thy Burden on the Lord, F, Mendelssohn, 128 

Cherish Faith in One Another, /. B, Woodbury, 18 

Children's Hosanna, • Geo, J, Webb, 94 

Children's Kingdom, The - J, BlumenthaL 50 

Children's Songs, - - Little Ones, 48 

Chime on. Old Bells, - EHm F, Morris, 31 

Christmas Hymn, - Henry Dielman, 83 

Christmas Tree, The • J, C, Lowry, 118 

Qaudine, - - % L, Molloy, 93 

Come and Worship, - Henry Smart, 127 

Come Away, Lads, to Labor, • William Ball, 74 

Come Away to the Fields, - D, F, E, Auber. 19 

Come, Let us Learn to Sing, Nursery, 48 

Cradled All Lowly, - Charles Gounod, 25 

Cuckoo, The - - Little Folks. 142 

Dance of the Fairies, - - German, 121 

Dark Day of Horror, - - G, Rossini, 156 

Daylight Slowly Fades, - F, Schubert, 45 

Dearest Native Land, ' • H, J^och, 158 

Dear Native Home, - - Wm, Ball, 122 

Departed Days, - - George F, Root, 5 

Disturb Not his Slumbers, • Marshall S, Pike, 116 

Do You Think of the Days, Dora GreenwelL 99 

Down in a Coal Mine, - J, B, Geoghegan, 109 

Down the Bum, Davie, - W, Crawford, 103 

Dreams, - - - F, H, Hodges, 35 

Drift, Mv Bark, • • - F. Kucken, n8 

Dunois the Brave, • H, E, Beauhamais, 80 



Enchanted Isle, The - - (?. Verdi, 43 

Ere the Twilight Bat Was Flitting, - B, Covert, 44 

Evening Hymn, - - John Hatton, 129 

Eyes So Blue and Dreaming, - E, Lcusen, 114 

Faded Flowers, - - James Power, 124 

Fade, Fade, Each Earthly Joy, - T, E, Perkins, 95 

Fair Luna, - - . 7* Bamby, 98 

Far Above the Deep Blue Sea, - Anonymous, 165 

Far out on the Desolate Billow, R, W,RaymoncL 95 

Fareweel, Ye Streams, - T, M. Cunningham, 162 

Fishermen's Chorus, - D, F, E. Auber, 174 

Fragrant Air, - Franz Abt, 147 

Free from Slumber, Free from Care, Nursery, 167 

From Morning till Night, - J^^^ Taylor, 166 

From City Gate at Dawning Grey, J, J, Lonsdale, 50 

From the Desert I Come to Thee, - C, Pinsuti, 176 

Gascon Vespers, ... David Lee, 13a 

Gaudeamus Igitur, - • College Song, 63 

Geraldine, - - H, C, Hunter, 77 

Glorious Things Are Spoken, - G, Rossini, 126 

Gleam, Gleam, O Silver Stream, F. E, Weather ly 40 

God for Us, • - C C, Converse, 136 

Go Down, Moses, - • Slave Song, 153 

Golden Stars for Me Are Shining, - H, IVoch, 158 

Golden Years Ago, - Stephen Adams, 37 

Good-Bye, Sweetheart, - J, L Hatton. 146 

Good Night, Ladies, - - Serenade, 79 

Go Thou and Dream, • Thomas Moore^ 36 

Grave of Washington, - • L, V. Crosby, 116 

Hark! the Merry Peal is Ringing, - David Lee, 130 

Hark I Those Holy Voices, - G, J, Geer, 25 

Hark to the Shrill Trumpet Calling, C, Norton, 120 

Her Bright Eyes Radiant Gleaming, G, Verdi, 32 

Her Bright Smile, - W, T, Wrighton, 7 

Highland Mary, - - Robert Bums, 34 

Home, Can I Forget Thee, • German, 129 

Hours There Were, - Thomas Moore, 33 

Hunter's Song, • • John Hullah. 2j 

Hurrah for the Christmas Tree, dlara Wallace, 118 

Hush-a-by, Hush-a-by, . - Nursery, 167 
Hymn Tunes; All Saints, 52; Antioch, 58; Church 

Militant, 52;*^ Duke Stree]^ 129; Hynm of the Dv- 
ing, 53; St Theodulph, 12; Emmanuel, 13 ; Holy 
Voices, 25; Adeste Rdeles, 47 ; Avison, 59 ; Webb, 
94; Regent Square, 127; St Agnes, 127. 

I Built a Bridge of Fancies, - Anne Fricker, 72 

I Hear Them o'er the Meadows, M. Wellings, 70 

I Hear the Robin Sing, - Frant Abt, 125 

I Know a Bank, - Chas, E, Horn, 144 

I Love My Love, • Ciro Pinsuti. 81 

I Love the Spring, - - ^. Motart, 117 

I Love to Sing, - Edward L, Hime, 89 

I'm a Merry Gipsy Maid, - E, FittbalL 42 

I'ma Merry Laughing Girl, - C, W. Glover, 171 

I'm Dreaming Now of Hallie, - S. Winner, 97 

I'm Saddest When I Sing, - 71 H, Bayly, 132 

In Childhood, with Crown and Sceptre, Lortzing, 1 68 

In Mantua, in Fetters, - • German, 165 

In My Swifl Boat, - - J, Concone, 172 

In Shadowland, • - - CI Pinsuti, loi 

Integer Vita, - . - College Song, 63 \ 

Into the Woods My Master Went, Sidney Lanier, 1 5. '' 

It Came upon the Midnight Clear, E, H, Sears, 127 

It Was a Breton ^^lllage, - F, E, Weatherly, IC4 

I Will Lay Me Down, - S. Neukomm. 105 
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Jamie*s on the Stormy Sea, - Bernard Covert. 

Jesus is Mine, - - Horatius Bonar, 

John Brown*s Body, - Charles S, HalL 

Joyous Song, • • Anonymous, 

Joy to the World, • - - Isaac IVaUs, 
Lady Beatrice's Lament, • D, Speranza. 

Land Without a Storm, • Laban Solomon, 

Lang 0'G)min*, - - - Anonymous, 

Linden Tree, The - Frant Schubert, 
Listen to the Mocking Bird, Alice Hawthorne, 

" Little Boy Blue, - Eugene Field, 

Little Gip^ Jane, • C, W, Glover, 

'^ — Little Orpharit Annie, Jas, Whitcomb Reilly, 



London Bridge, 
Lotus Flower, The 
Lullaby, Lullaby, 
Maid of the Mill, The 
Maltese Boatman's Song, 
Mandolin Song, The 
Men of Harlech, 
Merry Hours of Youth, 



F, E, fVeather/y 

R, Schumann, 

Anonymous. 

Hamilton Aide, 

L. Devereux, 

Spanish, 

WeUh, 

G, Rossini, 



*Mid Woods and Forest Treasure, - J, Hullah, 
Mine Own, - - D,M,Muloch, 

My Heart is Light, • G, Rossini, 

My Jamie's Far O'er the Sea, Alexander Lee, 
Never Alone, - - - Ferd, Silcher, 
Nice Young Girl, • Arthur Sullivan, 

Nice Young Man, - Arthur Sullivan, 

Night Sinks on the Wave, - D, F, E. Auber, 
Not a Sparrow Falleth, - Frant Abt, 

Now the Merry Spring, - Anonymous, 

Nursery Songs, - Jane Taylor, 

Nursery Songs, ... Little Ones, 
O Boatman, Row Me O'er, - M, D, Sullivan, 
O Come, Emmanuel, - • Old Latin, 
Oh, But You've Been Lang o' Comin, - Scotch, 
Oh, Dearest Mae, - - L, K Crosby, 
Oh, Do Not Frighten or Destroy, • Nursery, 
Oh^, Mamma! - - F, P, Tosti, 

Oh, Hope, Delusive Dream, - R, W, Adams, 
Oh, I Have Had Dreams, - F, H, Hodges, 
O Rowan Tree, - - Lady Naime, 

Oh, the Flowers in Wildwood, - J, H, Brown, 
Oh, the Sailor Shall Sing, - Yradier, 

Oh, 'Twas Sweet to Hear Her Singing, A, Lee, 
Oh, I'm a Happy Creature, - Spanish, 

Old Santa Claus, - - - John Read, 
Only a Year Ago, - - F, P, Tosti, 

On Long Island's Sea-girt Shore, //. J. Sharpe, 
On Yonder Rock Reclining, - D, F, E, Auber, 
Out in a Beautiful Field, - School Song, 
Over the Mountain, - - H. Piercey, 

O World, I Now Must Leave Thee, D, Wolder, 



Peace to the. Brave, 

Pharaoh's Army, 

Pretty Pear Tree, 

Prioiy Chimes, 

Proud and Lowly, 

Queen's Maries, The 

Ring Out, O Bells, 

Rise from Thy Mourning, 

Ripe Are the Apples, 

Rockaway, 

Rounds, 

Sally in Our Alley, 

Saved from the Storm, 

See-Saw Waltz Song, 

See the Happy Kitten, 



Wm, T, Adams, 

Slave Song. 

Anonymous, 

W. Haynes, 

y, L. MolUy, 

Old Scotch 

George Barker, 

Anonymous, 

Mary Herbert, 

Henry Russell, 

Henry Carey, 

Odoardo Barri, 

A, G. Crowe, 

Nursery, 



She's All My Fancy Painted Her, - P, Millard 
She Sits Alone All thro' the Day, C, Pinsuti, 
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She Wore a Wreath of Roses, - T, H, Bayly, 
Shout the Glad Tidings, - W, A, Muhlenberg, 
Sing, Smile, Slumber, - Charles Gounod, 
Slumber Songs, ... Anonymous, 
Somewhere, • ^ F, Campana, 

Song of the Angels, - • J, B, Dykes, 
Song of the Fowler, - IV. Mozart. 

Song of the Hop Pickers, - E, L, Blanchard, 
Spinning Song, - - Carl Reinecke, 

Sweet Voices from Spirit Land, Geo, F, Root, 
Swing, Cradle, Swing, - George Cooper, 
Swiss Hunter, The - • Anonymous, 
Tell Her I Love Her So, - P, DeFaye, 
Tell Me, Beautiful Maiden, - Charles Gounod, 
Tempest of the Heart, - - G, Verdi, 
Tenting on Old Camp Ground, W, Kittredge, 
The Bright Stars Fade, - J, L, Hatton, 
The Heath Is All Lonely, - Serenade, 

The litUe Leaves, - - W, Gan%, 

The Officer's Funeral, - Caroline Norton, 
The Pale White Rose, - R, W. Adams, 
The Party at the Zoo, • Septimus Winner, 
The Rose Bush, - - T, E, Perkins. 

The Rowan Tree, - - Lady Naime. 

The Sea Gulls, ... Anonymous. 
The Seasons, . • W, Mozart, 

The Son of God Goes Forth, • H, S, Cutler, 
The Tar's Farewell, • Stephen Adams, 

The Tree of Odenwald, - - German, 
The Trees and the Master, - Sidney Lanier. 
The Valley Rings, the Blackbird Sings, Anon. 
The Vesper Bells were Softly Ringing, A. Lee. 
The Wind is Blowing Fresh, - IV, C. Bennett, 
The Wood Horn, Anonymous, 

There Was One Litfle Jack, - Jane Taylor. 
Thou Art My Rose, - - Serenade, 

Timothy's Welcome, - Theo, Marzials. 
Tippeoinoeand Tyler Too, - A, C, Ross, 
'Tis Midnight Hour, - Anonymous, 

'Tis Years Since Last We Met, J, E. Carpenter, 

I Touch Us Gently, Time, - Barry Cornwall. 

I Traveler's Evening Song, • Franz Schubert. 

' 'Twere Vain to TeU, - - J. A, Wade, 
Vine Dressers' Song, - C M, Von Weber. 
Voices All Merry, • Elizabeth Philp. 

Wait for the Wagon, - R, B, Buckley, 

Wear a Bright Smile, - - G, Verdi. 

Welcome, Fair Evening, - Folksong. 

We Are Tenting To-night, - W. Kittredge, 
We Love to go Each Day to School, S, B, Ball 
We Speak of Realms of the Blest, F. H, Himmel, 
What is the Meaning of the Song ? C. Mackay, 
When a Child I Lived at Lincoln, R. Howard 
When at Twilight so Softly, - Victor Hugo, 
When His Salvation Bringing, • John King, 
When I Was a Beggarly Boy, - J, R, Lowell, 
When Roses Bloom, "- - German, 

When Sweet Music, - G, A. Macfarren, 

When the Com is Waving, - C, Blamphin, 

When the Night Wind, - Wm, R. Dempster, 
When the Swallow Comes, - Ciro Pinsuti, 
Where Warbling Waters, Brinsley Richards. 
While We Shed a Tear of Feeling, J. Addison, 
With Crown and Sceptre, - Lortzing 

With Glory lit the Midnight Air, J. McCaffrey, 
Wonderful Weaver, The - W, C. Levey, 
Yeoman's Wedding Song, - Poniatowski, 
Ye Sons of the Nation, - Mrs, C. Barnard, 
Yestreen the Queen had Four Maries, Scotch, 
You Never Miss the Water, - R. Howard, 
Your Hand is Cauld as Snaw, W. E. Aytoun, 
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DEPARTED DAYS. 

Allegretto affetuoso. 



Gborgb F. Root. 
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I hear, No^ 



1. Sweet voices from the spir - it land I hear, Now breathing pure and holy lays, With 

2. "When twilight's shadows veil the qui - et earth, And ear - ly stars bedeck the sky. When 

3. When far from those most dear a - while we part, In stranger lands to find a home, When 
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heav'n - ly tones a - wak - ing mem - *ries dear, Of loved and long de - part - ed ^ays. 
friends are gathered round the home-stead hearth. And cares of day are pass -ing by, 
long and wea - ry da3rs op - press the heart, And in the throng we walk a - lone, 
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Chorus ad lib. 



Thev come, beloved ones, from the dis - tant shore. Where ioy illumes with go 
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They come, beloved ones, from the dis - tant shore. Where joy illumes with gold - en 
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rays. And soft - ly in each sorrowing heart they pour Sweet memories of departed days. 
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By permission S. Brainard's Sons, owners of copyright. 
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A WRITER in a late art journal says : " How many 
composers in the comitiy, native or foreig^n bom, can, 
without the aid of an instrument, sit down at their home 
or while riding in the cars, or while walking along the 
street and write out such musical ideas as they may, in 
inspired moments, conceive; and more, how many 
Americans can write an acceptable harmony to these 
melodic ideas either with or without the aid of an 
instrument. A con:qx>ser must be able to realize the 
effect of chord connection, inversions, suspensions, 



sequences, doubling or omitting of notes according to 
circumstances, progression of individual parts, nature 
and characteristic peculiarities of the voices or instru- 
ments to be employed, etc., — all this in his head clearly, 
besides a practical conception of the effect of the legato 
and staccato, in any kind of phrase or passage in the 
duophonic, triphonic, tetrapnonic or polyphonic ar- 
rangements. Then he must be a person of originality, 
both in melodic and harmonic ideas. The music must 
be correct in every particular, which means perfection 



SHE WORE A WREATH OF ROSES. 
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T.H. Bayly. 
Jos. P. Knight. 
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1. She woreawreatfi^of ro • ses The first time that we met, Her lovely face was smiling Be- 

2. A wreath of orange blossoms When next we met she wore; The look upon her features Was more 

3. And once again I see that brow. No bridal wreath is there, The widow's sombre cap conceals Her 

Iff: 3ff 




neath her curls of jet. Her foot-step had the light - ness, Her voice the joyous tone, The 
thoughtful than before; And standing by her side was one Who strove, and not in vain, To 
once lux • uriant hair; She weeps in si - lent sol - itude, And there is no one near. To 
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to - kens of a youthful heart Where sorrow is unknown; I saw her but a moment. Yet me- 
soothe her leaving that dear home She ne'er might view again ; I saw her but a moment. Yet me - 
press her hand within his own. And wipe a - way the tear ; I see her broken - hearted ! Yet me - 
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I see her no 



thinks 1 see ber 
thinks I see her 
thinks I see her 



M^ 



now. With the wreath of summer flowers Up - on her snowy brow, 
now. With the wreath of orange blossoms Up - on her snowy brow, 
now. In the pride of youth and beauty. With a garland on her brow! 



temnp 'i'Dimrr^ii^i 



in form, phrasing, counterpoint, proper distribution of 
expression marks, proper marking of the tempos, good 
taste in the use of any of the embellishments, such as 
the tirata, direct, invarted or full turn, also the turn 
after any kind of note or dotted note, the prepared or 
unprepared trill, spring or mordent, simple or compound 
appoggiaturas, after-notes and harmonics, and withal 
an eye for the fitness of things for which the composition 
is intended, as well as a good knowledge of dramatic 
effect. Now, sir, I hope that any American who thinks 



he can compose according to the above conditions, will 
quietly set to work for his own satisfaction, and each 
year compose an overture, sonata, concerto, symphony, 
song without words, fugue, poetiy, and music enough 
for a half hour's performance. Study harmony at least 
three months each year at the end of two or more years 
to revise these pieces, and those which are as good in his 
estimation as when written to be played over before inti- 
mate friends; if they are satisfied with them other folks 
will be, if not, the compositions should be destroyed*" 
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Sculpture and psmtiB^ have their laws which they 
must rigidly obey, but they address chiefly the sense"^ 
of form and proportion and color, and end chiefly in 
a sense of mere beauty and fitness; they are largely 
intellectual, and yield their results chiefly in the intel- 
lect. But music goes farther than this. While its 
laws are as exact and as fine as those of form and color 
and even more recondite, any breaking of them begets 
a deeper sense of disobedience. When we see a 
distorted form or ill-matched colors, the eye is at once 



ofiended, but there is no such protest as that of the 
ear when it is assailed by discord. False propor- 
tion and crudely joined ""colors provoke what may be 
called mental indignation, but nothing more; the 
borders of feeling are reached but they are not deeply 
penetrated. But a discord of sounds lays hold of 
the'' nerves and it rasps them into positive pain. 
In fine natures it may even cause extreme physiologi- 
cal disturbance. A statue could not be so ugly nor 
a painting so ill-colored as to produce spasms, but 



HER BRIGHT SMILE. 




W. T. Wrichton. 
J. £. Carpbntbr. 
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1. 'Tis years since last we met. And we may not meet a -gain; I have struggled to for- 

2. At the first sweet dawn of light, When I gaze up - on the deep. Her form still greets my 

3. I have sailed 'neath alien skies, I have trod the des-ertpatn; I have seen the storm a - 
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get, But the struggle was in vain; For her voice lives on the breeze, And her spirit comes at 
sight, While the stars their vigils keep : When I close mine aching eyes. Sweet dreams my senses 
rise Like a gi - ant in his wraui : Every dan-ger I have known. That a reckless life can 






will : In the midnight on the seas. Her brifi:ht smile haunts me still ; For her voice lives on the 



will ; In the midnight on the seas, Her bright smile haunts me still ; For her voice lives on the 
fill ; And from sleep when I arise. Her bright smile haunts me still ; When I close mine aching 
fill ; Yet her presence is not flown. Her bright smile haunts me still ; Every dan - ger I have 
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breeze. And her spir - it comes at will ; In the midnight on the seas. Her bric:htsmile haunts me 



breeze. And her spir - it comes at will ; In the midnight on the seas. Her brightsmile haunts me still. 
eyes, Sweet dreams my senses fill ; And from sleep when I arise. Her bright smile haunts me still, 
known. That a reckless life can fill ; Yet her presence is not flown, Her bright smile haunts me still. 
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such a result is quite possible through discord of sounds. 
The sensitiveness of musicians is not a matter of 
sentiment, and is the farthest removed fix}m afiectation ; 
it is a matter of nerves. The protest and the pain 
are exactly of the same nature as those which are 
caused by a fall and concussion. But, reaching the 
mind along the wounded nerves, it awakens there the 
same feelings of anger and resentment that we feel 
when we have been ruthlessly struck. A discord of 



sounds is unendurable, but we hardly say that of vio- 
lations of form and color. This shows that we are 
much more finely related to the laws of sound than to 
those of form and color, and that the relation covers 
a wider range of our nature; or, in other words, 
that music is a better type of obedience. When iU 
laws are broken, the history of disobedience is written 
out in the protests of our whole being — ^from quiver- 
ing nerve to the indignation of the heart. — Munger, 
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Mothers, think less of your furniture and more of 
the character of your children. A scratch upon the 
soul of your son is a far greater blemish than a scratch 
upon your piano. Rather your parlor carpet soiled 
than the reputation of your child. Let Home compete 
with club-house or saloon in attractiveness. Let into 
your windows the broad streams of light during the 
day, and let there be brightness and cheerfulness at 
night. Hang pictures on the wall, have flowers, have 
good books on the table, and musical instruments near 
by. Let song and the harmony of violin or flute, 



organ or piano, pleasant converse, innocent games 
banish the demons of dullness and apathy. Stimulate, 
by means of the home, a love for the true and the 
beautiful, a love for higher aims and purer endeavors, 
and you will do for your children what no time and 
no circumstances can undo. You have dowered them 
with life's truest treasures. In that " home " you have 
fitted them for noble and useful lives. " My office," 
says a distinguished clergjrman, "brings me often to 
the resting place of the dead, and there are tombstones 
many, and many laudatoiy inscriptions upon them, but 



LITTLE BOY BLUE. 

Dolce. 



J. E. SsirrH. 
EuGBMB Field. 



.The lit -tie toy dog is covered with dust, But stur-dy and staunch he stands; And the 



1. The lit -tie toy dog is covered with dust, But stur-dy and staunch he stands; And the 

2. << Now, don't you go till I come," hesaid, "And don't you make an - y noise!" So, 

3. Ah, faithful to Lit - de Boy Blue they stand, Each in the same old place, A • 




lit - tie toy soldier is 
tod - dling off to his 
waidng the touch of a 



red with rust. And his musket it moulds in his hands. Time 
trun - die bed. He dreamed of the pret - ty toys : And 

lit - tie hand, The smile of a lit - tie face; And they 






was when the lit - tie toy dog was new, 
as he was dreaming an an • gel song 
wonder, as wait - ing these long years thro* 



And the soldier was pass - ing fair, And 

A - wakened our Lit - de Boy Blue — Oh, the 
In the dust of that lit - tie chair. 
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there was the time when our lit-tle Boy Blue 
years are ma-ny, the years are long, 
"What has become of our Lit - de Boy Blue, 



Kissed them and put them there. 
But the lit tie toy friends are true. 
Since he kissed them and put them there. 
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never yet have I read a higher tribute than that which 
a family of children inscribed upon one of them : * Our 
Mother, she always made home happy.' I have little 
fear for such children. With such a remembrance of 
such a mother, in such a home, they cannot go wrong. 
Should they stray, that memory is sufiicient to cause 
them to retrace their steps." A story is told of a num- 
ber of soldiers during the war, who gave themselves 
up one night to revelry, loud talk, indecent stories, and 
songs, of which some, at least, could only be condemned. 
Among them sat a young man who took no part in 



their drunken carousal. His comrades taunted him; 
made sport of his stupidity, as they called it, and at 
length prevailed on him to give a toast. He arose 
and said, " Comrades, I give you, *Our Mothers and 
our Homes ! " The effect was instantaneous — ^no more 
revelry, no more indecent stories, no more ribald song 
that night. A solemn silence ensued. Tears rolled 
down many a hardened cheek. One after another 
they went to their tents, and prayers ascended that 
night, if never again, from hearts unused to pray. Such 
is the magic of these simple words. — Rev.J,Krau5kopf^ 
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The training of the voice and the stndy of elementary 
principles should be commenced in early youth. After 
one has reached maturity his inclinations lead usually 
to that which directly contributes to his business or 
his favorite pursuits He soon tires of the essentials in 
learning to sing, and if nature has not endowed him 
with a voice fully equipped and ready to meet practical 
demands on short notice, he is quite apt to give up the 
undertaking before it is fairly begun. The public school 
can be made to furnish an elementary musical and sing- 
ing practice to the rich and poor alike, and with very 
little expense in money or time. What a grand thing 



it would be for us all, as a people, if the children could 
grow up in the atmosphere of song in the school-room ! 
It would enable many a heart to attune itself to love, 
duty, hope and benevolence, that must otherwise be 
listless and dumb. The wonderful utility and influence 
for good that well-regulated music has in the school- 
room is not usually understood by school boards and 
the public. Its sanitary effects, its softening influence, 
its recreative tendencies, its power to quicken the inertia 
of the school, are things understood only by wise teach- 
ers and others whose privilege it is to observe carefully 
the bearings and results of sdiool work. — W. T, Giffe. 



SPMEWHERE. 
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F. Campana. 
Alfred C. Shaw. 
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I. " Somewhere the wind is blowing,*' I said, and toiled a - long 
2. Somewhere the twilight gathers And weary men lay by 



In torrid heat of noon - tide — 
The burden of the day - time, 
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The fancy made me strong. Some where the wind is blowing,Tho' where I gasp and sigh No breath of air is 
And wrapped in slumber lie. Somewhere the day is breaking, And gloom and darkness flee ; Tho' storms 

[our bark are 
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;ir - ring, Nor cloud in burning sky. Somewhere the thing we long for Is on this earth's wide boimd, 
>ss - ing, Somewhere's a placid sea. And thus, I thought, 'tis sdways In this mysterious life. 
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D, S. Somewhere the things that try us Shall all have passed away, 
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Somewhere the sun is shining When winter locks the ground. Somewhere the flow'rs are springing, 
There's always gladness somewhere Spite of its pain and strife, Somewhere the sin and sor - row 
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And doubt and fear no longer Hinder the perfect day. 



Oh; brother, tho' the dark - ness 

D. S. after 2</ veri*. 
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Somewhere the com is brown. Ready un - to the har - vest To feed the hungry town. 
Of earth are known no more. Somewhere our weary spirits Shall find a peaceful shore. 
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Over thy soul be cast. The earth is rolling sun -ward. And lights 
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If a boy is found to possess a remarkable talent for 
music, and his parents desire him to become a violinist 
or pianist, be should begin the study of those instru- 
ments when he is between six and nine years of age, 
while his muscles and sinews are still very pliable, and 
can, therefore, be trained more easily to that flexibility 
which every modem virtuoso must have. He would 
have to increase his hours of practice, as his strength 
grows with his increasing age, and the best teacher is 
only just good enough after the Brst rudiments of music 
have been acquired. The right touch has to be ac- 
quired, correct musical tastes have to be formed, and 



then the young student should be taught reverence for 
the great composers. The comer-stone on which to 
build the musical education for a young pianist should 
be the works of Bach, Mozart, and Beethoven, with the 
Etudes of Czemy and Clementi. On this foundation 
can be reared the more modern structure of Mendels- 
sohn, Chopin, Schumann and Lbzt. But the classical 
foundation, for the student of average intelligence, is 
all-important to form both a correct and healthy taste 
for music, and the teacher should take especial care 
that the general musical education keeps pace with 
the technical development of the fingers. — Damrosch, 



OH, BOATMAN ROW ME O'ER 



Marion D. Svllivan. 
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boat -man, row me o'er the stream. The cloud is ris - ing near, And I must 
boat - man, row me o'er the stream, The gale, I fear it not, My gen - tie 

boat- man, row me o'er the stream, And swift our boat shall glide ; My Fa - ther 
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cross to yon • der point Be - fore the storm is here." 
mo -ther waits for me With -in our low - ly cot." 
holds the rag - ing storm, And calms the an - gry tide." 



@E 



i£ 



" You can - not cross to 
" Thy mo - ther long shall 
"Then I will row thee 



rrpnrT 



^ 



X 



-t-x- 



Jj , i i ^^r^u:i-Kr i i;jj i jjj . i i 



yon - der point — The lightnings fierce - ly gleam, 
watch for thee In vain, thou dar - ling child, 
o'er the stream, If God will be thy stay; 



The wind is strong, no mortal arm Can 
If thou shouldst tempt the rapid stream A- 
We'll bold - ly ride before the storm, O 
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row a - cross the stream, 
mid a - storm so wild, 
haste thee, child, a - way. 



The sun is set, the wind is strong, The lightnings 
The sun is set, the wind is strong, The lightnings 
The sun is set, the wind is strong, The lightnings 
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fierce - ly gleam, And brave the heart, and strong the arm. That rows across the stream.' 
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The edacation of the people is not complete when 
(he mind and the hand have been trained. Man is a 
social, not a solitary being, and to fit him for healthy 
association with his kind it b needful to educate both 
his sympathies and his tastes. The lack of this social 
training is often as marked in the scholar as it is in the 
rudest artisan, though, from the greater number of ar- 
tisans, the deficiency in them is more commonly ob- 
served. For all, whether students or workers, the prac- 
tice of vocal music will be found the most potent agent 
for the promotion of social pleasure and the cultivation 
of a humane spirit. Good music wields a power for 



good over the heart. The song learned in childhood 
holds a restraining and ennobling influence over one 
for life, making him a better and happier man and a 
safer and more profitable citizen. Music is a univer- 
sal art. Nature has given the human voice, which is the 
standard of perfecton for all makers of musical instru- 
ments. Good vocal music is, for most people, the high- 
est form of art. Join to your song words pleasing and 
elevating in sentiment, and you are placing singer and 
listener under the best of influences. Those who love 
^ood songs with pure words will cease singing the rant- 
mg and ribald songs of the street. — C, IV. Landon. 



NOT A SPARROW FALLETH. 
f> 



Franz Abt. 
W. S. Passmorb. 




1. Not a sparrow falleth, but its God doth know, Just as when His mandate lays a monarch low; 

2. For the God that planted in thy breast a soul. On His sacred tables doth thy name enroll; 
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Poco animaio. rail. 



Not a leaf • let wav • eth, but its God doth see, Think not, then, oh ! trembler, God 

Cheer thine heart, then trembler, nev - er faith - less be, ^^_^ He that marks the sparrow Will 
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for - get - tcth thee I Far more precious, sure-ly. 



than the birds that fly. Is a Father's 



re - mem-ber 
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dim. J* piu tranquillo. 



im-age to a Fa - ther's eye; E*en thine hairs are numbered. Trust Him full and free ; 
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thee ! Will re - member thee ! 



Cast thy care before Him, He will care for thee ! 
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We learn from Luther that, in the midst of his many 
arduous duties and difficulties, he found time to perfect 
himself, to some degree, as a musician. Why could 
not the clergy of to-day do the same ? During the past 
quarter of a century the power of song has made itself 
felt in the house of God as never before. Every day- 
man realizes the fact that good music is a help to his 
work, while its opposite is an injury. All ministers 
are mterested in a proper use of the art, all desire to 
reap from it those benefits which it is designed to be- 
stow, and for this reason they ought to make themselves 
acquainted with the art. We would not expect them 
to be skilled players or singers, but they ought to know 
enough about music to decide what is good and bad 
singing, good and bad organ-playing, good and bad 



music. They should have positive ideas about the 
mission of music in the house of God, as well as a 
good knowledge of the history of church music. A 
minister with such information would command re- 
spect, and the choir would willingly listen to his sug- 
gestions or requests. He should also know what is 
suitable for congregational singing. A hymn may be 
suitable for his sermon while the tune is ill adapted for 
use by the people. If a congregation is expected to 
sing, the minister should see to it that he select tunes 
which the people can sing. Every clergyman ought 
to preach at least one sermon a year on the importance 
and character of sacred song, but such a discourse 
should be more than mere quotations from the Bible. 
It should be a living sermon to help the choir and 



GLORY, LAUD, AND HONOR. 



M. Tbschnbr, 16x3. 
9TH Cknturt. J. M. Nbalb^. 



I. AH glo - ry, laud, and hon - or To Thee, Redeemer, King! To whom the lips c 



1. AH glo - ry, laud, and hon - or To Thee, Redeemer, King! To whom the lips of 

2. The com- pa -ny of an - gels Are praising Thee on high; And mortal men, and 

3. To Thee be • fore Thy pas - sion They sang their hymns of praise : To Thee now high ex - 
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chil - dren Made sweet ho -san-nas ring. Thou art the King of 
all things Cre - a - ted, make re - ply. The peo - pie of the 

alt • ed Our mel - o - dy we raise. Thou didst ac • cept their 



Is - rael, Thou 
He - brews With 
es; Ac- 
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Dav - id*s roy - al Son, Who in the Lord's name com - est, The King and Blessed One. 
palms be - fore Thee went : Our praise and prayer and an - thems Be - fore Thee we pre - sent, 
cept the prayers we bring, Who in all good de - light • est, Thou good and gracious King. 
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congregation. Praise meetings will do much good, but 
in these gatherings the leader should aim first at per- 
fection in the singing of familiar tunes before he attempts 
to introduce new ones. The American people love to 
sing, especially is this true of the average church mem- 
ber; how much good then might be done if this love 
of song were properly directed and cultivated. The 
reading of the hymn which is designed to impress the 
congregation with its religious beauty, is often so badly 
done that it had better be dispensed with. Clergymen 
should endeavor in every possible way to induce their 
people to sing with the spirit ; but here mistakes are 
often made. Singing fast is with many an equivalent 
to singing with spirit. This often leads to unfortunate 
results. We listened once to a congregation singing a 



hymn with a good degree of feeling. They had caught 
the spirit of the hymn and also that of the music, and 
we were deeply impressed with the singing. The 
minister, however, a wiry, nervous little man, who on 
that occasion for the first time occupied the pulpit, 
stopped the congregation, saying, " Let us sing with a 
little more spirit; I love to hear people sing with spirit." 
Thereupon everybody sang fast; they rushed through 
the hymn ; and the general eflfect was sadly marred. 
A good organist gives tone to congre^ional singing. 
He must himself feel the hymn and the tune; he must 
be endowed with the true spirit of the music; and if 
he possesses it, he is sure in the end to impart it to the 
people. There are hymns that ought to be sung rapidly, 
out the effect of others is destroyed if not sung slowly. 
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A SAILOR lay in his berth, sick and nigh to death. 
No words of entreaty or instruction seemed to interest 
him or reach his heart, mitil the man of God repeated 
to him the words of the twenty-third psalm from the 
Scotch version. It was a psalm his mother had taught 
him; immediately his attention was gained, and his 
heart won to hear the words of grace and mercy and 
salvation. A touching story is told of a little girl cap- 
tured by the Indians, and brought up away from home 
and friends. She had changed beyond recognition. 
She had forgotten her name and that of her parents; 
and when at last peace was proclaimed, and the cap- 
tives were brought back by the Indians and restored to 
civilization, and the people who had lost relatives went 
ont to meet them and identify them, no one was able 



to recognize this girl. She knew no one; no one 
knew her. An anxious mother sought in vain for 
some token by which she might identify her child. 
At length she stepped back a little and began to sing 
a hymn which she had taught her little one in her 
early infancy. She had sung but a few words when 
the liberated captive recognized the old familiar strain, 
and eagerly rushed into her mother's arms. The dead 
was alive; the lost was found. Shall there not be 
some Heavenly recognitions even more joyous than 
was this, when, amid the strange brightness of celestial 
forms, we catch among their melodious voices some 
tone that strikes a secret chord within our hearts, recall- 
ing perhaps our mother's songs at eventide, find aiding 
us in the glad recognitions of that ever-blessed world ? 



O COME, EMMANUEL. 
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J. M. Nbalb ir. 
From z3TH Cbmturt. 



1. O come, O come, Em - man 

2. O come, Thou Day-! _ 

3. O come. Thou Key of Dav 

4. O come, O come, Thou Lord 



u - el, And 

^,come and cheer. Our 

id, come. And 

of might. Who 



ran-som cap-tive Is 
spir - its by Thine Ad 
o -pen wide our heaven 
to Thy tribes, on Si - 



ra - el; 

vent here; 

- ly home; 

nai's height, 




Rejoice ! Re-joice ! Em • man - u - el Shall come to thee, O Is 



ra • ell 
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The hymn, "One sweetly solemn thought," was 
written by Phoebe Gary. She says of it, in writing to 
a friend in 1870, less than a year before her death: 
« I thought you would feel a peculiar interest in these 
verses when you knew that they were written eighteen 
years ago in your house. I composed them in the httle 
back third-story bedroom, one Sunday morning, after 
coming frx)m church ; and it makes me happy to think 
that any word I could say has done a little good in 
the world." " Once in David's royal city " is one of the 
best loved compositions of Mrs. Cecil Frances Alexan- 
der, wife of the bishop of Deny, Ireland. It is from her 
•* Hymns for Little Children," published in 1848, which 
has been used very widely. She also wrote the favorite 
Christmas hymn " Saw ye never in the twilight? " 



"Joy to the World" is Isaac Watts' version of the 
second part of the ninety-eighth psalm. Some one has 
said : " Such a song of praise it is that the whole crea- 
tion uplifts unto God. But it is man alone who can 
truly praise. The Esthonians felt this when they gave 
the world their legend of the origin of Song. The god 
of Song, they said, descended on the Domberg, where 
was a sacred wood, and there he played and sang. 
Around him stood the creatures, and each learned its 
own portion of the celestial strain. The tree discov- 
ered how to rustle its leaves, and the brook how to 
murmur along its bed, and the wind and the bird and 
the beast alike caught the parts assigned to them. Man 
only, of them all, was able to combine everything, 
and it is therefore man alone that can rightly praise." 
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The voice is not, like the stature, determined for 
us and while each human voice has a distinctive char- 
acter, which we recognize in an old friend after feat- 
ures have outgrown our recollection, it may improve, 
and quickly responds to the touch of the teacher. But 
no special training has had so many incompetent pro- 
fessors. One author, in an otherwise excellent work, 
says, *< The diaphragm b the great muscle of the voice ; 
that to cultivate the diaphragm is to cultivate the 
voice." But the fact is, the diaphragm has nothing 
whatever to do with the voice. Under no circumstan- 
ces can it act while we are making voice. I told this 
gentleman the last time I met him, that I would give 
him a thousand dollars if he would even speak his 



own name while his diaphragm was in action, and 
that we would submit his achievement to any well- 
known physiologist. The diaphragm is in the form of 
an arch with its swell upward, and when the dia- 
phragm contracts or shortens itself, it draws the arch 
downward, and the air rushes into the chest. When 
the lungs are filled the diaphragm ceases to act, then* 
the abdominal muscular walls force the diaphragm up- 
ward and expel the air from the lungs. There b no 
mystery about it. If you simply stand erect you can 
not help expelling the air from your lungs correctly,, 
and thus produce your voice in a natural and perfect 
way. The tone itself is always produced in the throat. 
It sounds queer to hear people talk of chest-tones, foi- 



THE BLESSED COUNTRY. 



F. H. HncMBL. 
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AndatUe, 

1. We speak of the realms of the blest, 

2. We speak of the pathway of gold, 

3. We speak of its nreedom from sin, 

4. We speak of its ser-vicc of love. 



Of that coun-try so bright and so 

Of its walls deck*d with jew - els so 

From sor - row, temp - ta - tion, and 

Of the robes which the glo - ri - fied 
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And oft are its 

Of its won - ders and 

From tri - als with 

Of the Church of the 



glo - ries con • fessed; But 

plea • sures un - told, But 

out and with - in; But 

first • bom a - bove; But 
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5. Do thou, Lord, midst gladness or woe, 
Still for Heaven our spirits prepare, 
And shortly we also shall know 
And feel what it is to be there. 



6. Then anthems of praise we will sing 
When safe in that heavenly rest. 
To Jesus, our Saviour and King, 

Who reigns in those realms of the blest. 



I suppose the phrase " chest-tone " means that a cer- 
tain tone is produced in the chest. No tone is pro- 
duced below the throat. What the teacher means in 
speaking of chest-tone really comes under the head of 
key. \Vhen the key is lowered and considerable force 
is employed, the result known as chest-tone is pro- 
duced ; but every particle of the tone is produced in 
the throat, though various contrivances above the vocal 
chords modify tones. The vocal chord is the only 
mechanism in man that can produce tone. You should 
generally sp>eak deliberately and on a low key. In this 
way you may secure that variety and flexibility which 
are so effective in elocution. If your ordinary tone is 



on a high key, your delivery will be monotonous and 
strained. If you speak deliberately and on a rather 
low key, you and your hearers will be able to grasp 
the thousand and one modulations of voice which with 
a low key for a basis are so easy, and which constitute 
so conspicuous a feature in effective oratory. Let me lay 
down a few rules of elocution. These rules are not the 
result of experience as a teacher or elocutionist, but of 
observation and long familiarity with the anatomy and 
physiology of the vocal apparatus. Rule I. Stand erect. 
Rule 2. Use a low key. Rule 3. Speak deliberately. 
Rule 4. Articulate distinctly. These rules would hardly 
fill a volume, but they are essential elements of elocution. 
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Music exists for the expression of yaried emotioo — 
sadness, longing, hope, triumph, aspirations toward the 
unobtained or the indefinite, cahn fulfilment of an 
artistic conception of fitness and beauty; and besides 
these, monotony, long spell of unbroken quiescence, 
mental perturbation even to a positive sense of ph3rsical 
discomfort, are absolutely essential to relieve and 
heighten the more ecstatic emotions of pleasure called 
forth by a musical composition. We cannot always be 
burning with passion and redtinff dramatic duets or 
heading triumphal processions. We do not do so in 
real Hfe. This is what the Italians have failed to 
recognixe. Their staggering tenors and palpitating 
sopranos rave together down by the prompter's box in 



an almost unintermittent fipenzy of passion; a very 
parody of life bereft of many of its tranquil calms and 
minor impressions pleasureably painful, each having its 
own special effect and value by contrast in relation to 
the rest of our lives. It is not only vivid impressions 
that are interesting; these heaped up one upon another 
constitute a plethora of over-strained excitement that 
will jade and exhaust the most passionate nature. There 
are countless experiences in life which leave us in a 
tranquil condition of enjoyment ; and since these make 
up by far the greater portion of our existence, and are 
the vehicle of the most powerful emotions, are they not 
worthy of a prominent place in so comprehensive an 
index of human sentiment as is music? — Chancers. 



THE TREES AND THE MASTER. 
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In • to the woods my 
Out of the woods my 
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1. In - to the woods my Master went. Clean forspent — for -spent, 

2. Out of the woods my Master went — ^And He was well con - tent; 




Mas - ter came— Forspent with love and shame. For - spent with love and shame. 
Mas - ter came — Content with death and shame. Con - tent with death and shame. 




But the olives they were not blind to Him; The lit • tie gray leaves were kind to Him; 
When Death and Shame would woo Him last. From under the trees they drew Him last. 
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The thorn tree had 
'Twas on a tree 



a mind to Him, 
they slew Him last. 
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When in - to the woods He came. 
When out of the woods He came, 
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Andante religioeo. 



^A'''4yj i ji 



rail. 



he woods He came, When in • to the woods He came, 

he woods He came. When out of the woods He came. 
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Wb have in music the ait-form that is not only 
fitted to express our religious feelings, but is wholly 
fitted for nothing else. I mean that music is crea- 
tively designed for religion, and not directly for any- 
thing else. Like all great arts, it has a large pliancy 
through which it may be adapted to manv uses. 
Music may be made degrading and a nunister of 
sensuality or trivial pleasure, but never by its own 
consent nor with full use of its powers. . . It is not 
till it is used for the expression of that wide range of 



feeling which we call religious that it discloses aH 
its power. Then it is on its native heath ; it gathcxs 
its full orchestra from the organ to the drum, from 
softest viols and flutes to tinkling cymbals, from iitstiu- 
ments that are all passion to instruments of almo4 
passionless dignity; then it covers the whole scsk 
of its vast compass, from one pure note of voice or 
instrument to its highest possible combinations, from 
a slumber song to a hallelujah chorus. It is not a 
matter of fancy but a fact of science, that music 



BREAD TO PILGRIMS GIVEN. 






Odoakoo Bakxi. 
Thomas Aqoixas. 
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1. Bread to pilgrims giv - en. Food 

2. Wa • ter, life be - stow - ing. From 

3. We, this feast re - ceiv - ing, Thee 
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that an • gels eat, Man 

the Sa-viour's heart, A 

un-seen a - dore, Thy 



na sent from 
fountain purely 
faithfidwordbe 
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Heav - en, ForHeav*n-bomna • tures meet; 
flow • ing, A fount of love Thou art, — 
liev - ing. We take and doubt no more; 



Give ns, 
Let us 
Giant, Thou 



for Thee pin - ing, 
free • ly tast • ing, 
true and lov - ing. 




To eat till rich - ly filled. 
Bum -ing thirst as-suage. 
Here to live with Thee 
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Till earth's delights re 
Thy sweetness, nev - er 
Till death, the veU re 



sign - ing. Our ev - cry wish is 
wast - ing. Avails from age to 
mov - ing. Thy glorious fsJOb we 
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stillea. Our wish is stilled, Ourev-ery wish is stulea. 



still* 



Our wish is stilled, Ourev-ery wish 
From age to age. Avails from age 
Thy face we see. Thy glorious face 
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IS 

to 
we 



age. 
see. 
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Adapted bom Dr. Ray Palmer's translation of the old Latin hymn, "O Esca Viatonim.' 



never seems to be satisfied with itself except when it 
is used in a religious way; it is always seeking to 
Qicape into this higher form, even as man is himself. 
We hardly leave scientific ground when we say that 
music itself is a holy thing, and is always seeking to 
create holiness by some inherent law. It always 
strives to destroy and overcome its opposite — ^not by 
absolute destruction, but by conversion. Strike aU 
the keys of a piano, and some strong, righteous notes 
will gather up the agreeii^ notes, silence others, and 



create a harmony out of the discord. When a rough, 
loud noise is made — ^like an explosion — the harmo- 
nious notes sift out and drop the discordant ones, so 
that the final vibration in the distance is no longer 
jarring noise, but soft and pleasing harmony. An 
over-refinement of thought Uiis may seem, but it is 
no finer than the laws of nature. It is, at least, an 
illustration of what it does in man, silencing the dis- 
cord of his tossed Hfe, and refining every sentin'ent 
and purpose into sweet agreement — 7*. 71 Munger, 
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CAST THY BREAD ON THE WATERS. 

Andantino Rel^oso. . 



j. l. robckbl. 
Mary Makk-Lbmon. 
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1. Cast thy bread on the wa - ters, On the deep, dark stream of life, Nor 

2. Cast thy bread on the wa - ters, How - ev > er dark their breast; O 
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think of the vague here - af - ter, "With clouds and shad • ows rife. Be • 

trust, with a prayerful pa - tience, And He will give the rest. Each 
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side the sea of sor - row, We one by one must stand. To 

flower that has bloomed and fa \ ded, Each star tliat has lost its light, Is 
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leave some heart -loved treas - ure up - on the si - lent strand. Drift - ing a - way in 
cher - ished in His Heav - en, is treasured in His sight. Far on the gold - en 
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dis - tance Lost to our yeamltig gaze, But bread that is cast on the wa - teis Is 
threshold, Thejr wait our yearning gaze, Cast on the waste of wa-ters. But 
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found af - ter ma - ny days ! 
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found af - ter ma - ny days. Is found af - ter ma - ny days ! 
found af - ter ma - ny days, But 
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I DO not remember the beginning of my dream, or 
how I came to find myself in a smooth, grassy opening 
in the very depths of a forest; the thick wood stood 
round it in unbroken masses, and made a wall of ver- 
dure, that gave a feeling of security without the sense 
of gloom, so wide was the clearing, so broad the sun- 
shine of the summer noonday that seemed to concen- 
trate its light upon it; yet it was light without gtare, 
a calm, steadfast light, like that of a loving eye, too 
friendly to confuse or dazzle. I seemed to be seated 
at a table, round which men of noble, even princely 
bearing were gathered in deep conference, in which I 
myself was a sharer, with one of middle age and ma- 
jestic aspect, who seemed to be their leader; in their 
dress and language was a trace of something that sev- 
ered them from our present times, and yet I knew not 
to what age of the world to refer it. At a little distance 



from the table a boy richly dressed sang to the lute, in 
tones so clear and ringing, that while I slept both the 
music and the words seemed visible to me, such ravish- 
ment did they pour within my soul. The table was 
spread for a banquet, heaped with costly plate, and 
fruits and wine ; all showed splendor and profusion, and 
around it was boundless hilarity, chastened, I thought, 
but not checked by the presence of some loily aim, 
some common ground of hope and joy and triumph,, 
that shed I know not what moral charm over the whole 
scene. Each brow I looked on was as open as the 
sunshine that streamed above us; eye met eye, and 
heart answered heart. Then the scene changed, and 
I was wandering amid the deep glades of the forest, in 
the warm stillness of the afternoon. As I strayed on- 
wards I met scattered parties of children, searching for 
flowers and berries; they put their little hands within 



FAITH IN ONE ANOTHER. 

AIUa 



I. B. Woodbury, 1847. 
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1. Cher - ish faith in one an - oth - er, When ye meet in friendship's name, In the true friend 

2. Oh, have faith in one an - oth - er, When ye whis - per love's fond vow ; It may not be 

3. Then, have faith in one an - oth • er, And let hon - or be your guide, And let truth a - 
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IS a broth -er, And his heart should throb the same ; Tho' your path in life maydif-fer, 
al- ways summer, Nor be al - ways bright as now; And when wintry clouds hang o'er ye, 
lone be spok-en What-so - ev - er may be - tide. The false may reign a little season. 




Since the hours when first ye met. Still have faith in oncanoth - er. 
If some kindred heart ye share. And have faith in one anoth - er. 
Doubt ye noi, it sometimes will; Yet have faith iji one anoth- er, 



You may need that friendship yet 
Oh, yenev-er shall despair! 
And the truth shall triumph still. 
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mine, they drew me down beside them on the grassy 
p>ath to tell me some secret all-important to their child- 
ish hearts, and in the telling they put their arms about 
my neck and kissed me, with the kisses of the soul, 
closer than anything can ever come on earth. A little 
farther on I met bands of youths and maidens, crowned 
with flowers and singing. They, too, greeted me as 
one who had been long known, yet in their greeting, I 
thought, was less of recognition than of affinity, close 
and intimate as had been the kisses of the children. 
I wandered with them towards a castle now shining in 
the last evening glow. O, how rich was that sunset, 
purple and a clear amber, that strove long for the mas- 
tery, and at last fused in a divided victory. It had grown 
dusk when I reached the castle ; my bright companions 
had vanished, but I heard their distant voices; and 
still far, far away, that of the singer singing to his lute. 



I STOOD beside the cradles of giant nations; I lis- 
tened to the songs that were sung, the legends that 
were told to races in their mighty youth. They changed 
often, yet they were still sweet, still intelligible; for 
they were the same songs sung by the same (radle, the 
same stories told beside the same hearth. Through 
them all ran one device, as of two arrows so closely 
bound together that they seemed one. The arrow was 
borne onward by the song, the song sharpened by the 
arrow; each pointed to an age far back in dim per- 
spective, when gods walked on earth, and earth was 
worthy of their footprints ; each pointed, though darkly, 
to a return of this period; a return to be achieved 
through voluntary, self-chosen pain, and the suffering 
of that which is divine. Then these songs of sadness 
and of glory ceased, or came across the ear fitfully, as 
music might come across a stormy and bitter wave. 
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COME AWAY TO THE FIELDS. 

Allegro. 



D. F. E. AuBKR. 
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1. Come, let us a - way to the Belds, all a - way ! This bright, beaming morning in 

2. The Spring-time of life has its bloom fresh and fair, Its ro - ses of beau - ty, its 
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beau-ti - ful May! The birds they are singing their mer-ri - est note, And rich with sweet 
vi - o • lets rare ; Its loves and its friendships that sweetly im - port A ha - lo of 
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perfume the soft breezes float : Then let us all a • way, This 
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perfume the soft breezes float : Then let us all a • way, 
sunshine round each loving heart : Away, then, all a - way, 
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lis love - ly morn in May! Now 
This love - ly mom in May ! While 
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glad -ly we gather in joc-u - lar ring. And mer-ri-ly danceaswe cheer-i-ly sing Of 
ro- ses are springing and pleasures are bright, And filling each bosom with rar-est delight; When 

N ^ h h ^ 



3 3 3 3 1^ ^ U I ^II^I^I^^I^^IU ^ y\y 



9 R b • -^ 



W 



ij / jj'jj f 4]4'j/j jyiJf f JjMJj ^ 



pleasure and friendship and youth's happy hours, Of garlands all woven of beautiful flow'rs, Of 
birds sing so sweetly as time rolls along, And we list to the cadence of hope's witching song : For the 
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friends that we 'love in our youth's happy day. This beau-ti - ful, beau - ti • ful morning in May. 
skies may soon lower, the ro - ses de - cay. When the winter of care shrouds each beautiful May. 
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In December, 1861, the first year of the Civil "War, 
I made a journey to Washington in company with Dr. 
Howe, Governor and Mrs. John A. Andrews, and 
other friends. As our train sped on through the dark- 
ness, we saw in vivid contrast the fires of the pickets 
set to guard the line of the railroad. The troops lay 
encamped around the city, their cantonments extend- 
ing to a considerable distance. At the hotel, officers 
and their orderlies were conspicuous, and army am- 
bulances were constantly arriving and departing. The 
gallop of horsemen, the tramp of foot-soldiers, the 
noise of drum, fife and bugle, were heard continually. 
The two great powers were holding each other in 
check, and the very air seemed tense with expectancy. 
The one absorbing thought in Washington was the 
army, and the time of visitors like ourselves was 
mostly employed in visits to the camps and hospitals. 
It happened one day that, in company with some 



friends, among whom was the Rev. James Freeman 
Clarke, I attended a review of our troops at a distance 
of several miles from the city. The manoeuvres were 
interrupted by a sudden attack of the enemy, and 
instead of the spectacle promised us, we saw some re- 
enforcements gallop hastily to the aid of a small force 
of our own, which had been surprised and surrounded. 
Our return to the city was much impeded by the home- 
ward marching of the troops, who nearly filled the 
highway. Our progress was therefore very slow, and 
to beguile the time, we began to sing army songs, 
among which the John Brown song soon came to 
mind. Some remarked upon the excellence of the 
tune, and I said that I had often wished to write some 
words which might be sung to it. We sang, however, 
the words which were already well known as belong- 
ing to it, and our singing seemed to please the soldiers, 
who surrounded us like a river, and who themselves 



LANG O' COMIN'. 



Scotch Song. 




I. Oh! but ye* ve been lang o* com -in', 
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lang o* com - in' ! Oh I but ye*ve been 
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lang o^ com -in*! Welcome, Roy- al Char -fie! i. Oh! welcome, Charlie, o*er the main, Ou 



lang o^ com -in*! Welcome, Roy- al Char -fie! i. Oh! welcome, Charlie, o*er the main, Our 
lang o* com -in*! Welcome, Roy- al Char -lie! 2. A - rouse ilk val-iant kilt - ed clan, Let 
lang o* com -in*! Welcome, Roy- al Char -lie! 3. From a* the wilds o* Cal - e- don, We'll 
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Hieland hills are a* your ain, Thrice welcome to our isle again, Our gallant Royal Cnar - lie ! An* 



Hieland hills are a* your ain, Thrice welcome to our isle again, Our gallant Royal Cnar - lie ! An* 
Hieland hearts lead on the van, And charge the foe, claymore in hand , For sake o' Royal Charlie. An' 
gath - er ev -*ry hardy son. Till thousands to his standard run, And rally roun* Prince Charlie. An' 
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took up the strain, in the intervals crying to us, Good 
for you! I slept as usual that night, but awoke be- 
fore dawn, and soon found myseli trying to weave 
together certain lines which, though not entirely suited' 
to the John Brown music, were yet capable of being 
sung to it. I lay still in the dark room, line after 
line shaping itself if! my mind, and verse after verse. 
When I had thought out the last of these, I felt that 
I must make an effort to place them beyond the 
danger of being effaced by a morning ni^). I sprang 
out of bed and groped about in the dim twilight to 
find a bit of paper and the stump of a pen which I 
remembered to have had the evening before. Hav- 
ing found these articles, and having long been accus- 
tomed to scribble with scarcely any sight of what I 
might write in a room made dark for the repose of 
my infant children, I soon completed my writing, went 



back to bed, and fell fast asleep. After my return 
to Boston, I carried the verses to James T. Fields, at 
that time editor of the Atlantic Monthly. The title, 
" Battle Hymn of the Republic," was of his devis- 
ing. The poem was published soon after in the mag- 
azine just named, but did not at first receive any 
especial mention. I think it may have been a year 
later that the lines, in some shape, found their way 
into a Southern prison in which a number of our sol- 
diers were confined. An army chaplain who had been 
imprisoned with them came to Washington a short 
time after his release, and in a speech or lecture of 
some sort, described the singing of the hynm by him- 
self and his companions in that dismal place of con- 
finement. People now began to ask who had written 
the hynm^and the author's name was easily established 
by a reference to the magazine.— yM/«a Ward Howe* 
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1. "When on the world's first har - vest day, The for - est trees be - fore the Lord Laid 

2. There ran thro' all the leaf - y wood A mur - mur and a scorn • fid smile, But 

3. And there be - fore the for - est trees, Blushing and pale by turns she stood; In 
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down their au - tumn of - fer - ings Of fruit in sun - shine stored, 
si - lent still the Ma - pie stood, And looked to God the while. 
ev • 'ry leaf, now red and gold. She knew the kiss o£ God» 



The Ma -pie 
And then, while 
And still, when 
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on - ly, of them all, Be -fore the world'sgreathar- vest King, With emp - ty hands and 
fell on earth a hush, So great it seemed like death to be. From His white throne the 
comes the au - tumn time, And on the hills the har - vest lies. Blushing, the Ma - pie- 




calando, 
si - lent stood — She "had no of - fer - ing to bring; For 

migh - ty Lord Stoop'd down and kissed the Ma - pie - tree; At 

tree re- calls Her life's one beau - ti - ful sur- prise; And 
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in the ear - ly sum 
that swift kiss there sud 
still, when comes the au • 



- mer time, While oth - er trees 

- den thrilled. In ev - 'ry nerve, 
tumn time, And on the hills 



laid by their hoard. The 
thro' ev - 'ry vein, An 
the har - vest lies. Blush - 
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Ma - pie winged her fruit 
ec - . sta • cy of joy 
ing, the Ma - pie tree 



with love, And sent it dai - ly to the Lord, 
so great It seemed al - most a - kin to pain. 
re - calls Her life's one beau - ti - ful sur - prise. 
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The art of music, when correctly taught, trains 
the ear to finer conceptions of the beauties of die tone 
world. What the eye is to the painter, the ear is to 
the musician. The ordinary pursuits of life all tend 
to develop the perceptions of the eye far more than 
the ear. In seeing we learn lo know the difference 
between objects as well as the distinction, and so 
classify with the eye with perhaps far more readiness 
than with any other of the senses. BUnd people show 
us often to what wonderful extent the ear may be de- 
veloped in its ability to distinguish and classify tone 
impressions. This ability comes from the practice of 
thinking through the ear. Of course, when this is 
done to the exclusion of the sense of seeing, the de- 



velopment becomes abnormal ; but we see no general 
reason why our education should not be so managed 
as to teach the youth to think through either, or both, 
the eye and the ear. There is perhaps no study that 
will develop the abiUty to think, analyze and com- 
pare through the sense of hearing so well as music 
But even in the practice of vocal or instrumental 
music, the thought must accompany the act, else in- 
telligent conceptions will not be formed. As music 
is usually taught in the schools, we think there is not 
enough attention directed to this one point, i. e., de- 
veloping intelligent tone perception. This can only be 
done by resorting to such devices as compel the pupil 
to depend solely upon his hearing. — W, T. Giffee, 



THE HEATH IS ALL LONELY. 

Lively. 
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1 . The heath is all lonely and drear, love, There's nobody stirring or near, love : Awake thee, and list thy soft 

2. The night is swift passing away, love. And losing its gloom in Uie day, love ; Then show of thine eyes but one 
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ear, love, I sing my last farewell to thee, A- wake thee, and list thy soft ear, love, I 
ray, love, Ere I go far o-verthe sea; Thenshowofthine eyes but one ray, love, Ere 
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sing my last farewell to thee. Dis-dain notthylov-er to hear, love, His heart is oppressed with sad 
I go far o-verthe sea. The stars are deserting the skies, love, The night bird is ceasing its 
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care, love, In pi- ty, then, shed one kind tear, love. And o- pen thy lat-tice to 
cries, love, Then hasten to cheer these fond eyes, love. And o - pen thy lat - tice to 
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me; In pi - ty, then, shed one kind tear, love. And o-pen thy lat-tice to me. 
me; Then hasten to cheerthese fond eyes, love. And o-pen thy lat-tice to me. 
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THE HUNTER^S SONG. 
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John Huxxah. 



I. 'Mid woods and forest treasure, I find my dai - ly pleas -ure, A hunter stout and brave, A 

2. With-out a cent to cheer me, My faithful flagon near me. And roll of coarsest bread, And 

3. From mossy ta - ble din • ing, While on the earth reclin - ing, 'Tis nature's sweetest feast, 'Tis 

4. When day is soft-ly sink - ing. And vales the mists are drinking, I reach my welcome home, I 
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hun - ter stout and brave ; To thread the for- est ma - zes. Where cottage hearth ne*er blazes. And 



hun - ter stout and brave ; To thread the for- est ma - zes. Where cottage hearth ne*er blazes. And 

roll of coarsest bread; Myhon-estdog be - side me. In these, in these I pride me: No 

na-ture*s sweetest feast; My fire so gay- ly bum -ing. When ftx>m the chase return -ing, What 

reach my welcome home; There 'midst domestic treas-ure I find e'en greater pleas -nre, A 
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hunt the eame, is mine. And hunt the game, is mine. Hal • li ! hal-lo ! hal - li ! hal-lo ! 
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hunt the game, is mine^ 
oth - er store I ask, 
lux - u - ry so sweet! 
hun - ter stout and brave. 



And hunt the game, is mine. Hal • iFl lial-lo ! hal - liT hal-lo ! And 

No oth-er store I ask, Hal-li! hal-lo! hal-li! hal-lo! No 

Whatlux-u-ry so sweet! Hal-li! hal-lo! hal-li! hal-lo! What 

A hun-ter stout and brave, Hal-li! hal-lo! hal-li! hal-lo! A 
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hunt the game, is mine; lial - 11 ! hal-lo ! hal - 11 ! hal-lo ! And hunt the game, is mine, 

oth - er store I ask; Hal-li! hal-lo! hal-li! hal-lo! No oth-er store I ask. 

lux - u - ry so sweet ! Hal - li ! hal-lo ! hal - li ! hal-lo ! What lux-u - ry so sweet ! 

hun - ter stout and brave ; Hal - li ! hal - lo ! hal - li ! hal-lo ! A hun - ter stout and brave. 
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Do, Re, Mi, Fa, I'm quite sick of this Sol-fa - ing, I've for -got all you've been saying. 
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B - a - ba, B - e - be, B - i - bi, Ba-be- bi, B - o - bo, Ba-be-bi - bo, B-u-bu, Ba-be-bi - bo - bu. 
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It has been shown that we can only think towards 
the Infinite; it may be that our love can reach nearer 
its object. As a philosophic truth, music does carry 
our emotion towards the Infinite. No man will doubt 
this who reflects for a moment on the rise of music in 
the Church. I remember when the most flourishing 
church of our town regarded with horror a proposition 
to buy an organ, considering it an insidious project of 
the devil to undermine religion. The same church has 
now the largest organ in the city, with a paid organist 
and choir. Scarcely any person who has lived in the 
smaller towns of the United States but will recall sim- 



ilar instances. At present the organ, the song, are m 
all the growing churches. What would be Mr. Moody 
without Mr. Sankey? And not only does music win 
its way into the Church, but it gradually takes on more 
and more importance in the service of worship. How 
many are there in these days to whom the finest preach- 
ing comes fix)m the organ loft ! Greater and greater 
every year grow the multitudes of those who declare 
that no sermons, no words, no forms of any sort, avail 
to carry them on the way towards the desired sacred 
goal as do the tones of Palestrina, of Bach, of Bee- 
thoven, when these are given forth by any organist of 



BY THE BLUE SEA. 



Hbnht Smakt. 
Frederick Enoch. 



gAN.,j|j /./jv^j'jij ;,,v JtJJiJ^ 



1. I Stood where the summer tide, flow -ing, Homeward the bark gai - ly bore, But I 

2. I thought ofbrave sails homeward winging. Tide waves of mem - ry bore. To the 
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saw the same ocean was throwing Tokens of wreck on the shore,While a voice 'mid the tide's song of 
heart, while its waters were flinging Tokens of wreck to the shore, And I felt, as o'er mem'ry 
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glad - ness Sighed thro' ils sweetness to me, And it fill' d all my heart with a sadness, 
near - er, Hope's freight with joy came to me. Still the wreck' d and the broken were dearer, 
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By the blue 



By the blue sea. 



;y the blue, the blue sea. 




even modem accomplishment. Everjnvhere one finds 
increasing the number of fervent souls who fare easily 
by this road to the Lord. From the negro swaying to 
and fro with the weird rhythms of " Swing Low, Sweet 
Chariot," from the Georgia cracker yelling the "Old 
Ship of Zion" to the heavens through the logs of the 
piney-woods church, to the intense devotee rapt away 
into the Infinite upon a mass of Palestrina, there comes 
but one testimony to the substantial efficacy of music 
in this matter of helping the emotion of men across 
the immensity of the known mto the boundary of the 
tmknown. Nay, there are those who go farther than 



this in what they claim ; there are those who declare 
that music is to be the Church of the fiiture, wherein all 
creeds will unite like the tones in a chord- — Lippincott. 
I KNOW no more singular contrast than to turn, as 
I have lately done, fix)m Wesley's hymns to those of 
Augustus Toplady, in their way as fine as any in our 
language, but admitting us into a world in which there 
is a G<& and the individual soul only ; no breath or 
whisper to tell of any other creature anywhere in the 
universe, the hymn goes up straight like a flame or a 
dart; it is Jacob's ladder into Hliven without either 
man or angel ascending or descending the shining stairs. 
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CRADLED ALL LOWLY. 

Allegretto, 
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Charles Gounod. 
Gho. Wm. Warrbn arr. 



ly, Be-hold the Saviour Child, A Beinz 



1. Cra • died all low - ly, Be-hold the Saviour Child, A Being 

2. No lon-ger sor - row As without hope, O earth ! A brighter 
{Play iJust two Bars' Before each verse. ) 3* ^abe, weak and wail - ing. In low - ly vil -lage stall Thy glory 

mP \ \ 11 






J .1 j.i J 1.1 J 



in 11 1==^:*=:^ 



•'J 1 13 ij 1 13 1 '^i Ip ^ C 



ff'-jT^j £ jijij'-jij /j"ji"^j''.3y^ 



ho - ly In dwelling rude and wild, Ne'er yet was re - gal state Of monarch proud and 
morrow, Dawn'd with that Infant's birth ! Our sins were great and sore, But these the Saviour 
veil - ing, Thou earnest to die for all 1 The sac • ri-fice is done, The world's atonement 
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great. Who grasped a nation's fate. So glorious as the manger bed of Beth-le - hem. 
bore, And God was wroth no more. His own Son was the Child that lay in Bethle - hem. 
won, Till time its course hath run, O Jesus, Saviour ! Morning Star of Bethle • hem. 




HARK! THOSE HOLY VOICES. 



G. J. Gbbr. 
John Cawood, i8i6. 
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1. Hark ! what mean tho.?e ho • ly voi - ces. Sweet - ly sounding thro' the skies? 

2. List • en to the won - drous sto • ry. Which they chant in hymns of joy, 

3. ** Peace on earth, good - will from Heav - en, Reaching far as man is found; 
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Lo, th'an - gel - ic host re - joic - es, Heav'niy al • ie - lu - ias rise. 

'* Glo • ry in the high - est, glo - ry I Glo • ry be to God most high I 

Souls redeemed and sins for-giv-en, Loud our golden harps shall sound. 
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<* Christ is bom ; the great anointed ! 
Heaven and earth His praises sing I 
O receive whom God appointed 
For your prophet, priest, and King. 



Hasten, mortals, to adore Him ; 

Learn His Name to magnify. 
Till in Heaven ye sing before Him^ 

Glory be to God most high ! " 
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Walter Kittredge was born in the town of Merrimac, 
New Hampshire, October 8, 1832. His father was a 
farmer, and Walter was the tenSi of eleven children. 
His education was received at the common school. He 
showed a strong predilection for music at a very early 
age, but never had a teacher in that art. He says in one 
of his letters: " My father bought one of the first sera- 
phines made in Concord, and well do I remember when 
the man came to put it up. To hear him play a simple 
melody was a rich treat, and this event was an important 
epoch in my child life." He began giving ballad con- 
certs alone in 1852, and in 1856 in company with Joshua 



Hutchinson, of the well-known Hutchinson family. 
In the first year of the civil war he publbhed a small, 
original, Union song-book. In 1862 he was drafted, 
and while preparing to go to the front, he wrote in a few 
minutes both words and music of " Tenting on the Old 
Camp Ground." Like so many other good things in 
literature and art, this song was at first refused publica- 
tion ; but an immense popularity sprang at once from the 
author's own rendering of it, so that a Boston publisher 
employed somebody to write a song with a similar title, 
and in no long time the Messrs. Ditson bought out the 
original. Its sale has reached some hundred thousands. 



WE'RE TENTING TO-NIGHT. 



Walter Kittrbdgb: 
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1. We're tent-ing to-night on the old camp ground. Give us a song to cheer Our 

2. We've been tenting to-night on the old camp ground, Thinking of days gone by, Of the 

3. We are tired of war on the old camp ground. Ma - ny are dead and gone. Of the 

4. We've been fighting to-day on the old camp ground, Ma - ny are ly - ing near; 
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wea-ry hearts, a song of home, And friends we love so dear, 

lov'd ones at home that gave us the hand, And the tear that said " good bye !" 

brave and tnie who've lefl their homes, Oth - ers been wounded long. 

Some are dead, and some are dying. Ma - ny are in tears. 
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Ma - ny are the hearts that are . wea - ry to - night, Wishing for the war to cease. 
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Many are the hearts looking for the right, To see the dawn of peace, Tenting to-night. 
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Tenting to-night, Tenting on the old camp ground. 
Dy-ing to-night, {Omit.) 
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Dy - ing on the old camp ground. 
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LiZZIB DOTKN. 

Mrs. Chas Barkaks. 




1. Sons of the na-tion to glo - ry re-stor-ed, Strew with fresh laurels the pat-ri-ot's grave, 

2. Trace it inmar-ble as white as the snows, Chis-el in gran-ite the re - cord sub - lime. 
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Heed the li-ba-tion to Lib - er - ty pour • ed, Hon -or theblood of the fear-less and brave. 
Sa - cred to Freedom — and teaching our foes Lessons of wis-dom as last-ing as time. 
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When the red bolts of de - struction were hurled, Burst-ing in tempests of fu - ry and flame. 
Bright as the stars in the fir-mament shine, Still may they watch o'er this land from on high. 




Faith-ful to Freedom, the hope of the world, Swift to the res- cue each pa - tri - ot came. Ye 
Teaching our hearts, as their names we en-shrine, Faithful to Freedom to live and to die. Ye 



wi r r'f 






Antma/o. 



$ J i:i UM J^^aJj^j l /J J^ A /^ii^ 



sons of the na-tion to glo-ry re-stor-ed. Strew with fresh laurels the pa - tri - ot's grave, 
sons of the na-tion to glo-ry re-stor-ed, Strew with fresh laurels the pa - tri - ot's grave, 
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Heed the li - ba - tion to Lib - er - ty pour- ed, Hon- or the blood of the fear - less and brave. 
Heed the li - ba - tion to Lib - er - ty pour- ed, Hon- or the blood of the fear - less and brave. 
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A National Hymn is one of the things which, it 
would seem, cannot be made to order. No man has 
ever yet sat him down and taken up his pen and said, 
«I will write a national hymn," and composed either 
words or music which the nation was willing to take 
for its own. The making of the song of a people is 
a happy accident, not to be accomplished by taking 
thought. It must be the result of fiery feeling long 
confined, and suddenly finding vent in burning words 
or moving strains. Sometimes the heat and the press- 
ure of emotion have been fierce enough and intense 
enough to call forth at once both words and music, 
and to weld them together indissolubly once and for 
all. Almost always the maker of the song does not 
suspect the abiding value of his work ; he has wrought 



unconsciously, moved by a power within ; he has writ- 
ten for immediate relief to himself, and with no 
thought of fame or the future; he has builded better 
than he knew. The great national lyric is the result 
of the conjunction of the hour and the man. Mon- 
archs cannot command it, and even poets are often 
powerless to achieve it. No one of the great national 
hymns has been written by a great poet. But for his 
one immortal lyric, neither the author of the •* Mar- 
seillaise" nor the author of the " Wacht am Rhein" 
would have his line in the biographical dictionaries. 
But when a song has once taken root in the hearts of 
a people, time itself is powerless against it. The flat 
and feeble " Partant pour la Syrie," which a filial fiat 
made the song of imperial France, had to give way 



THE ROWAN TREE. 



I. O Row -an Tree !*0 Rowan Tree ! thou'lt aye be passing dear to me; Entw 



Lady Nairns. 
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1. O Row -an Tree !*0 Rowan Tree ! thou'lt aye be passing dear to me; Entwined thou art wi' 

2. How fair wert thou in simmer time, wi' a' thy bloom in clusters white ! How rich and gay thy 

3. We sat aneath thy spreading shade, the gleefu'baimies round thee ran; They pu'd thy bon-nie 

4. *Twas there a -rose my father's prayer, in ho - ly evening's blissful calm; How sweet was then my 
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D. C. O Row - an Tree ! O Rowan Tree, For aye thou wilt be dear to me. 
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mony a tie o' hame a - wa' and in - fan - cy. Thy leaves were aye the first o' spring, thy 

au - tumn dress, wi* ripened ber - ries red and bright ! On thy fair stem were mony names which 

ber -ries red, an' can -tie neck -la- ces they Strang, My mith-er! oh, I see her still! her 

mother's voice that rang sae clear in Martyrs' psalm I Now a' are gane ! we meet nae mair, nae 
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fiow'rs the simmer's darling pride ; There wasna sic a bonnie tree, in a' the merrie countrie side, 
sad - ly now nae mair I see ; But they're engraven on my heart ; forgotten they can nev - er be ! 
smile sae fond our sports to see, Wi' lit - tie Jamie on her lap, wi' winsome Jeanie at her knee, 
mair aneath the Rowan Tree, But hallow*d tho'ts around thee twine o' home awa' and in - fan - cy. 
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* The Mountain Ash of Scotland ; pronounced R<?-sau 



to the strong and virile notes of the Marseillaise, 
when there was need to arouse the martial spirit of 
the French in 1870. The noble measures of God 
Save the King, as simple and dignified a national 
hymn as any country can boast, lift up the hearts of 
the English people ; and the brisk tune of the British 
Grenadiers has swept away many a man into the 
ranks of the recruiting regiment. The English are 
rich in war tunes; and the pathetic "Girl I left be- 
hind me" encourages and sustains both those who go 
to the front and those who remain at home. Here 
in the United States we have no Marseillaise, no 
God Save the King, no Wacht am Rhein ; we have 
but Yankee Doodle and the Star-spangled Banner. 
More than one enterprising poet, and more than one 



aspiring musician, has volunteered to take the contract 
to supply the deficiency, as yet no one has succeeded. 
Yankee Doodle we got during the Revolution, and 
the Star-spangled Banner was the gift of the war of 
181 2; from the Civil War we have received at least 
two war songs, which, as war songs simply, are finer 
than either of these — ^John Brown's Body and March- 
ing through Georgia. . . The air of " Lauriger Hora- 
tius" was taken to speed the heated stanzas of My 
Maryland. Another college song, the "Upidee-Upi- 
da," to which are sung the quatrains of Longfellow's 
"Excelsior," I have heard rising sonorously from the 
throats of a stalwart regiment of German Landwthr 
in the summer of 1870, when on their way to the 
French frontier, and to Paris. — Brander Matthewu 
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Why are certain violins of more value than others ? 
Accurate judgment is a matter which depends on the 
union of so many qualities that it is rare indeed to find 
two opinions completely alike. Nevertheless there 
are a lew instruments which, by universal consent, 
have become the standard of taste. An appeal to 
these famous violins must decide what is that tone 
which confers the immense value which some violins 
have realized, the distinguishing characteristics of tone 
of the violins made by Nicholas Amati, Stradivarius, 
and Guarnerius, the Raphaels, Titians, and Claudes 
of the musical world. In some violins there is ap- 
parent power under the ear, arising from coarseness. 
This is a species of power which is observable chiefly 
by the player. The listener, especially if at a little 



distance, does not hear this power. The tone is 
clogged and thickened with the resinous particles 
that have remained in the wood, and which, perhaps, 
from its nature, may never leave it altogether, and the 
vibration is not tlierefore perfect. Another cause of 
false power is a certain imperfect build wherein the 
parts are not properly calculated, as in the fine Cre- 
mona instruments. What is real power ? It is simply 
musical tone, divested of all adventitious qualities. 
When tone of this class is heard near, the effect is 
charming to the ear. When heard afar off, it seems 
to swell out, becoming gmnd, glorious! Who that 
has heard a great player on a fine instrument, has not 
been astonished at the immense quantity of tone which 
arises from this exceedingly fine quality? — Pearce, 



WEAR A BRIGHT SMILE, 

\ Andante. 



G. Vbrdz. 
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Wear a bright smile, tho' the dark cloud of sorrow Dim for a while Hope's bright, sunny ray ;' 
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a bright smile, for per-haps by to-mor-row, The grief that oppresses will van-ish a - way. 



ear a bright smile, for per-haps by 
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1 . Wear a bright smile, forget grief and sighing, Ban - ish each canker that preys on the heart : 

2. Wear a bright smile, for sad- ness is o - ver, Let us en-joy ev-'ry mo-me ntthat flies, 



f(»);. If 
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Hope, smiung hope, tho* the moments are fly-ing. O'er fading dreams will a ha-lo im -part: 



Tope, smiung hope, tho* the moments are fly-ing, 0*er fading dreams will a ha-lo im -part; 
Hearts will not al - ter but e'er will dis - cov-er A charm in the rose though it withers and dies; 




lope, smiling hope, tho* the moments are fly - ing, O'er fading dreams will a ha-lo im- part. 
Love will not al - ter, but e'er will dis- cov - er A charm in the rose though it withers and dies. 
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Give your early attention to the compass of the 
human voice, in its four principal registers. Make a 
study of it, especially in the choirs ; examine in what 
intervals lies its highest power, and in what others the 
effects of expression — soft and tender — are to be sought 
for. Listen to folk-songs, the songs of the people; 
they are an inexhaustible mine of beautiful melodies, 
which give you an idea of the different nations. 
Familiarize yourself with the tone and character of 
various instruments; accustom your ear to distinguish 
the color and style which is peculiar to each. Do 
not neglect to go and hear the good operas. Have 



respect for what is old, but take a warm interest io 
what is new. Eschew any prejudice against names 
which are not yet popular. Do not judge of the 
merits of a composition after having heard it only 
once; that which pleases at first sight, perlu^, is not 
what is best. The great masted claim especial study. 
Many things will become clear to you only when you 
have attained to a mature age. In judging new 
compositions, first see whether they are works of art,or 
things written simply for the amusement of amateun. 
Take up the defense of the first, but do not let the 
others be to you a source of irritation. — Schumann. 



BONNIE DUNDEE. 

Allegretto ccn ipMio. 



Sir Walter Scott. 
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1 . To the Lords of Convention *twas ClaverhoiLse spoke, " Ere the King's crown go down there are heads to be 

2. Dundee he is mounted, he rides up the street, The bells they ring backward, the drums they are beat ; But the 

3. We've hills beyond Pentland, an' lands beyond Forth, If lords i' the south there are chiefsi' the north ; We've 

4. *< Then a - wa' to the hills, to the lea, to the rocks, Ere I own a usurper I'd crouch wi' the fox ; And 




ed«h Cav- a -Her who loves honor and me. Let him foMow tHe bonnets 



o' bonnie Dundee." 



Provost (douce man) said "Just e'en let it be, Forthetoun is weel rid o' thatde'il o' Dundee." 
brave Duinewassels three thousand times three Will cry *< Hey for the bonnets «* v»nnn;#. nnnrii>* t >» 
tremble, false Whigs, in the midst of your glee. Ye hae nae seen the last o' 



o' bonnie Dundee ! * 
my bonnets an' me. 
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Ckcrut to each verse. 




Come fill up my cup, come fill up my can, Come saddle my hor-ses, andcalloutmymen;Un- 
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hook the west port, and let us go free. For it's up wi' the bonnets o' bonnie Dundee.' 



mii^fff^^ff i PFF^^ 



^ 



!fcS±=tE: 



Never lose an opportunity of playing with other 
people. Duets, trios, quartets, etc., are the best of 
practice; they improve your style of playing, and 
impart to it life and color. To accompany singers is 
very good. If every artist insisted upon playing first 
violin, it would be impossible to organize an orchestra. 
Let the position of each musician be respected. You 
may be attached to your instrument, but do not with 
Tanity consider it as being unique, and superior to any 
other. Know that there are others which produce 



effects quite as beautiful; remember that there are 
singers, and that upon the chorus and orchestra de- 
volves the task of mterpreting that which is sublime 
in music. As you grow up, seek acquaintanceship with 
orchestral scores rather than with star performers. 
Amongst your companions have a preference for 
those who are more- advanced than yourself. As a 
diversion from your musical studies, frequently tiJce 
up the works of the best poets ; take also long walks in 
the country, through the fields. — Robert Schumann^ 
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W. Haynbs. 
Eliza F. Morris. 



WJ^iJ.JJ; i J:JiJlJ.JjjU j.. ri 



Modgrato. ^ ^ 

1. Chime on, old bells, chime on, old bells! And mingle with the mountain air, While to our 

2. Chime on, old bells, chime on, old bells ! And mingle with the mountain air; While gen-tle 
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hearts your mu - sic tells Sweet peace-ful tales of faith and prayer; Of souls up - 
tales your mu • sic tells Of those whose vows were plight - ed there; And ev - er 
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lift - ed hence to God, In an - swer to your ho • ly sound; Of saint - ly 
'mid our hopes and fears. The peal we love shall cheer us on; And still the 
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tall. molto ritenuto. ^ 
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feet that here have trod. Now mould'ring in yon sa - cred ground. Then let your 
sound on oth - er ears Shall sweet - ly fall, when we are gone. Then let your 
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chimes, ye dear old bells, Still min • gle with the moun - tain 
chimes, ye dear old bells. Still min - gle with the moun - tain 



air; I 
air; I 



love the 
love the 
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tales your mu - sic tells, The peaceful tales of faith and prayer. Chime, chime on, old bells, 
tales your mu - sic tells That raise our joy and soothe our care. Chime, chime on, old belb. 
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* The chimes of the Priory Church, Malvern, England. 
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TEMPEST OF THE HEART. 

Largo. 



G. Vbrdi. 
From " II Trovatoks." 
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1. Her bright eyes whose radiant gleaming Pales the stars in yon fair heaven, With her 

2. Airs that wander, murm'ring round us, Waft the prayer that I, so lone -ly. Breathe for 
X. II ba-len del suo sor - ri - so d'u - na stel-la vin - ce il ra^ - gio; il ful- 
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smile in beauty beam - ing, Round me throw their witching spell, New ardor given ! Ah ! this 
those blest ties that bound us, While her love, oh ! rare sweet dream, is mine, mine only ! Ah ! this 
gor del suo bel vi - so no - vo in-fon-de novo infonde a me co - rag- gio. Ah I I'a 



gor 
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pas-sion pure ^ 
mor, Pa • mo 



in me bum - ing. More than words shall plead a lover's part ; 
re ond' ar - do le fa-velli in mi - o fa - vor. 



ond' ar- do le la- 



Her bright 
Sper- dail 
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glances on me 
so • le d'nn suo 



turn • ing. Calm the tem - pest, Calm the tempest, 
sguar - do la tem - pes • ta, la tem-pes - ta 
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tem-pes - ta del 
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heart. This pure passion in me burning, More than words shall win me favor, Her bright glances on me 
cor. Ah ! Pa- mo, I'a-more ond' ar-do le fa • vel-li in mio fa - v'o • re, sper-da il so - le d'un suo 
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turn - ing Calm the tempest in my heart. This pure pas - sion in me 

sguar - do la tem-pes- ta del mio cor. Ah! I'a- mor, I'a- mo -re ond' 
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bumiog More tbati words shall win me favor, Her bright glances on me Luni-mg, Calm the lemptiit. 
Of - do le fa- vd'U ia mio fa - vore, sper-da il so-lc d'un tuo sguor - do la lem-pes - ta 
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HOURS TriERE WERE. 



Thomas Moors. 




1. Hours there were to mem -'ry dear- er Than the sun - bright scenes of day; 

2. Oft when ev - 'ning fad - ed mild - ly. O'er the wave our bark would rove, 

3. But in dreams let love be near me. With the joys that bloom'd be - fore. 
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Friends were fond - er, joys were 
Then we've heard the night bird 
Slum - b'ring then 'twill sweet • ly 
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near • er. But a - las I they've fled a - way ! 
wild - ly Breathe his ves - per tale of love, 
cheer me — Calm to live my pl^ures o'er. 
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• ing On the val - ley's si - lent 
me, Songs that war • ble round me 
- en In this heart depress'd with 



-ligl 



Oh ! 'twas when the moon - light 
Songs like these my love would 
Then, per-haps, some hopes may 



play 
sing 
wak 
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grove, 
yet; 
care. 
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Told the bliss - ful hour for stray • ing, With my fond, my faith - ful lov< 



Told the bliss - ful hour for 
Ah I but where does mem - 'ry 
And like flow'rs, in vale for 



stray 
lead 
sak • 
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ing, With my fond, my faith - ful 
me— Scenes like these I must for 
en, Live in lone • ly beau - ty 



love. 
- get. 
there. 
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The true "Highland Maiy" of Robert Bums was 
Mary Campbell, a servant in a gentleman's family 
in Mauchline. She had unusual mental gifts, and a 
sweet disposition. Bums thus describes the last parting 
which took place between them : " After a pretty long 
tract of the most reciprocal attachment, we met by ap- 
pointment on the second Sunday of May, in a seques- 
tered spot on the banks of Ayr, where we spent a day 
in taking farewell before she should embark for the 
West Highlands, to arrange matters among her friends 
for our projected change of life. At the close of the 
autumn following, she crossed the sea to meet me 
at Greenock, where she had scarce landed, when she 
was seized with a malignant fever, which hurried my 
dear girl to the grave before I could even hear of her 



illness." Allen Cunningham tells us still further: •'The 
adieu was performed with all those simple and strik- 
ing ceremonies which rustic sentiment has devised to 
prolong tender emotions, and to inspire awe. The 
lovers stood on each side of a small purling brook; 
they laved their hands in its limped stream, and, holding 
a Bible between them, pronounced their vows to be faith- 
ful to each other." The Bible is jx-eserved in a room 
which occupies the lower portion of Bums' monam.ent 
on the River Don. In 1 842, twelve thousand people as- 
sembled at Greenock, to witness the laying of the comer- 
stone for a monument to " Highland Mary." Bums says 
of the song : " You will see at first glance that it suits the 
the air. Perhaps, after all, 'tis the still growing prejudice 
of my heart that throws a lustre over the composition." 



HIGHLAND MARY. 

Lento. 



Robert Burhs. 



I. Ye banks and braes, and streams around The cas - tie o' Mont - eom-e - ly. Green 
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Ye banks and braes, and streams around The cas - tie o' Mont - gom-e - ly, Green 
How sweet -lybloom'd the gay green birk, How rich the hawthorn's bios - som, As 
Wi' mony a vow and locked embrace. Our part -ing was fu' ten - der; And 
O pale, pale •now those ro - sy^ lips, I aft hac kissed sae fond - ly; And 
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be your woods and fair your flow'rs, Your wa - ters nev - ei 
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your woods and fair your flow'rs, Your wa - ters nev - er 

un • der - neath their fra - grant shade I clasped her to my 

pledg - ing aft to meet a - gain, We tore our - selves a 

closed for aye the sparkling glance That dwelt on me sae 
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drum - lie! There 
bos • om! The 
sun • der: But, 
kind • ly; And 
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»im - mer first un - faulds her robes, And there they lang - est tar - ry, F< 



sim - mer first un - faulds her robes, And 
gold - en hours, on . . _ 

oh! fell death Vun 
molder-lng now " in 



an - gel wings. Flew 
time - ly frost That 
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there they lang 
o'er me and my 
nipt my flower sae 
heart that lo'ed me^ 



ry, For 

dear - ie; For 

ear - ly! Now 

dear - ly! But 
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there I took the 
dear to me as 
green's the sod, and 
still with - in my 



r 



last fare - well O' 

light and life Was 

cauld's the clay That 

bos - om's core Shall 



my sweet High - land 
my sweet High - land 
wraps my High - land 
live my High - land 



Ma • ry. 
Ma - ry. 
Ma - ly. 
Ma • zy. 
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DREAMS. 

Andante. 



ra 



F. H. HoDCBS. 
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Oh ! I have had dreams, I have had sweet dreams Of chil d hood's brigh t and sunny hours,When I 
I have had bright dreams of the old elm-tree, Beneath whose branches spreading wide, I have 
I have had bright dreams as I*ve wandered alone, When still midnight in silence reign'd,\Vhen my 



4. I have had sweet dreams of a fai - ry form, That was ev - er aroundmethere, Of her 
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wandered all day, by the sparkling streams, And culled for my mother the gay wild 

sport -ed a -way, in child -ish glee, The fleet - wing-ed houri of the ev - en- 

own pale star shone bright from its throne, And in vis - ions of hope my soul was en- 

bird - like voice^ with its silvery charm Float • ing a - way on the eve - ning 




flowers,When 1 wove her a wreath of the green wood - bine. And twined in it berries and 

tide. I have dreamed of the friends onc^ gath • ered there, To frol - ic a • way the 

chained, Bat the cares of earth would come a - gain, The heart would grow sick with 

air. But a- las, for the flush and the wasting of breath! A • las, for De-cember that 
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vi • o - lets gay, And I crowned her pale fore-head and she kissed mine ! Ah, 

long summer day, Un - trammeled by fear, un - wearied by care, But 

hope's de • cay, And the vis - ions I wove of my des - ti - ny then, Ah \ 

should be May I An an - gel beck - oned^ her home from the earth. Like 
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she like the flowers has fad 

they like the rest have fad 

they like the rest have fad 

the morning star she fad 



ed 
ed 
ed 
ed 



way, She has faded a - way, 

way, They have faded a - way, 

' way, They have faded a - way, 

way, She has faded a - way, 



fad-ed a 
fad-ed a 
fad-ed a 
fad-ed a 



■ way! 

• way! 

• way! 

• way! 
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The song "Hail Columbia," by Judjge Hopkinson, 
was written to the tune of the ^tesident's March, 
just as Mrs. Howe's Battle Hymn of the Republic 
was written to that of "John Brown's Body." The 
Wearing of the Green, of the Irishman, is sung to 
the same air as the Benny Havens, O ! of the West 
Pointer. The Star-Spangled Banner has to make shift 
with the second-hand music of " Anacreon in Heav- 
en;" while our other national air, Yankee Doodle, uses 



over again the notes of an old English nursery rhyme, 
Lucy Locket, once a personal lampoon in the days 
of the Beggars' Opera! My Countiy, 'tis of Thee, is 
set to the truly British tune of " God Save the King," 
the origin of which is doubtful, as it is claimed by 
the French and Germans as well as by the English. 
In the hour of battle a war-tune is subject to the 
right of capture, and, like the cannon taken from the 
enemy, it may sometimes be turned against its maker. 



GO THOU AND DREAM 

Andante. 



Thomas Moors. 
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1. Go thou and dream o'er that joy in thy slum -ber, Moments so sweet a - gain 

2. That moon which hung o-ver our part - ing, so splen - did, Oft • en will shine a - gain, 
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ne'er shalt thou number. Moments so sweet a- gain ne'er shalt thou num-ber. Of 
bright as she then did, Oft - en will shine a - gain, bright as she t hen d id ; But 
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pain's bitter draught, the fla-vor ne'er flies, Whilst pleasure scarce touches the lip ere it 
oh! canst thou say, will the light she saw bum In those hap • py eyes at our meet -ing re • 
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dies. Go thou and dream o'er that joy in thy slumber. Moments so sweet a • gain 

turn ? Go thou and dream o'er that joy in thy slumber. Moments so sweet a - gain 
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ne'er shalt thou num-ber. Moments so sweet a - gain ne'er shalt thou num-ber. 
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THE MAID OF THE MILL. 

Andauie gramioso. 



Hamilton A!db. 
Stbphbn Adams. 
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Cantabile, ^ ^ ^ 

1. Golden years a -go in a mill beside the sea, There dwelt a lit - tie maid • en, who 

2. Leaden years have passed, grey-haired I look around ; The earth has no such maidens now, such 
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plighted her faith to me; The mill-wheel now is si - lent, the maid's eyes clos-ed be; And 
mill-wheels turn not round. But whene'er I think of Heav'n,and of what the an - gels be, I 
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all that now remains of her, are the words she sang to me. 
see a - gain that lit - tie maid, and hear her words to me. 



*Do not for - get me I 
"Do not for - get me I 
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Oo not for - get me I Think some - times of me still. When the mom breaks. 
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con p<usione. 



and the thros-tle a - wakes. Re - mem - ber the maid of the mill!" "Do not for 
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get me I Do itot for -get me! Re - mem - ber the maid, the maid of the mtUt 
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Gladness can scarcely be a solitary thing, the very 
life of praise seems choral. Its finest expressions are 
those that, in the Psalms, and some ancient Canticles, 
call on Nature, even that which is not conscious and 
animate to swell its harmony, " O ye showers and dew, 
praise ye the Lord! " Once, even in music, I was con- 
tent with melody ; a tune, with its sweetness, like that of 
a tinkling rill, was enough to gladden me ; now my heart 



asks for a deeper spell. Surely when one has once en- 
tered into the blissful secrets of harmony, the note seems 
to suggest the chord, to ask to be built up within it. 

Music, when it has once been admitted to the soul, 
becomes a sort of spirit, and never dies; it wanders 
perturbedly through the halls and galleries of the mem- 
ory, and is of^en heard again, distinct and living as 
when it first displaced the wavelets of the air. — Bulwer. 



A THOUSAND LEAGUES AWAY. 
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J. Barmby. 
W. C. BBrmrrr. 



I. Th< 



he wind is blowing fresh, Kate, The boat rocks there for me; 

2. I half could be a lands-man. While those dear eyes I see, 

3. One kiss; the tide ebbs fast, love; I ' must not lag - gard be. 
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One kiss and I'm a • 
To hear the gale rave 
Up - on the voy - age 
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way, Kate, For two long years to sea. 
by with - out, While you sat snug with me. 
I'll hope, love, Will give a wife to me. 



For two long years to think of you. Dream 
But I must hear the storm howl by; The 
Pray for us, Kate; such pray'rs as yours God 




of you night and day, 
salt breeze whistling play 
bid^he winds o - bey; 



To long for you a - cross the se^ A thousand leagues a - 
Its weird sea tune amongst the shrouds, A thousand leagues a - 
By for - tune heard your lov - ing word Will speed us far a - 
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way, A thous -and leagues a - way, dear Kate, A thous-and leagues a - way. While 

way, A thous - and leagues a - way, dear Kate, A thous - and leagues a - way, While 

>vay, A thous - and leagues a • way, my Kate, A thous-and leagues a - way, God 
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nous - and leagues a • way^ 
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round the Pole we toss and roll, A thous - and leagues a - wa 



round the Pole we toss and roll, 
south we go, blow high, blow low A 

will befriend the lad you send A 






thous - and leagues a - way. 
thous - and leagues a - way. 
thous • and leagues a • way. 
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SONG OF THE HOP-PICKERS. 



Aiitgretto ccM rrazia. I I 



E. L. Blanchard. 
Elizabeth Philip. 



AlUgretto ecu grasia. 

1. Voi-ces all mer-ry, cheeks bright as a beny; Fast come the vines, brought in dozens along; 

2. Glimpses of scenery caught thro' the greenery, Such as no art ev • er framed for us yet. 
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Light is the la - bor, when talk to a neighbor Cheer- i-ly blends with the hum of a song. 
Soft winds caress • ing, with health as their blessing, Peers could not purchase what freely we get ; 
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Bright skies a-bove us, around those who love us, Weaving a garland as gai-ly we sing: 
Brim the broad basket, if an • y shbuld ask it ! Where lies the secret the vine now imparts? 
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Off comes a clus-ter of hops with a lus-tre. Shaming the c:old it will hap-pi-ly 



Off comes a clus-ter of hops with a lus-tre, Shaming the gold it will hap-pi-ly bring. 
No an-swer fit-ter than," Work is the bit-ter," Keeping all hoi - idays fresh in our hearts. 
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Creeping and curling, and twisting and twirling, Still working on, on, till it reaches the top; 
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Nev-er des- pairing, at last it is bearing, — A les-son of life may be learned from the hop ! 
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TELL HER I LOVE HER SO. 



P. DeFats. 
F. £. Wbathbrlt. 
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^ Andantino con mofto. 



Andantino con moto. 

1. Gleam, gleam, O sil-ver stream, Seaward gai - ly swell - ing. Flow, flow, whispering 

2. Greet, greet, softly my sweet, By thy spangled margin roam - ing. Croon, crocn, under the 
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low, To your banks my sto - ry tell • ing. Far, far o*er sand - y h 

moon. In the ten • der love • tide gloam - ing. Greet, greet, soMy my swe 
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Lies my little one's dwelling. Flow, flow, 

Tell her that I am com -ing. F low, fl ow, 



mer - ri - ly, mer - ri - ly flow, 
mer - ri - ly, mer - ri - ly flow. 
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Tell her I love her so, I love her so. 
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Say, say, when she's a- 
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cres. animandosi. 
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way. 



Life is dark and lone • ly, Bright and fair when she is 
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For 'tis she is the sunshine on - ly. Greet, greet, soft- ly my sweet, 
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She is my love, mine on - ly. Flow, Flow, mer - ri - ly, mer - ri - ly 



mine on - ly. Flow, Flow, mer - ri - ly, mer - ri - ly 
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flow, 



Tell her 



love her so, 



I love her so. 
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TWERE VAIN TO TELL. 



^ 



^^ 



J. A. Wadb. 
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1. 'Twere vain to tell thee all I feel. Or say for thee Vd die, or say for 

2. Thou'st often called my voice a bird's. Whose music, like a spell, whose mu sic. 
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thee I'd die; I find that words ^ will but con - ceal What my soul would wish to 

like a spell, Could change to rapture e'en the words Of our slow and sad fare- 
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sigh. Ah, well - a - day ! the sweetest mel - o - dy Coulanever, never say one half my love for 



sigh. Ah, well - a - day ! the sweetest mel - o - dy CJoulcTnever, never say one half my love for 
well. But,ah,well-a-dayl the sweetest mel -o - dy Could never, never say one half my love for 
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thee,forthee,Thenlet me si - lent-ly re - veal What my soul would wish to sec. 
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A clergjrman was recently annoyed by two young 
persons talking and giggling during the prayer, the 
singing of the hymns, and the sermon. He paused, 
looked at the disturbers, and then said : " I am always 
afraid to reprove those who misbehave, for this reason. 
Some years since, as I was preaching, a young man 
who sat before me was constantly laughing, talking, 
and making uncouth grimaces. I stopped to ad- 
minister a severe rebuke. After the close of the ser- 
vice a gentleman said to me : * Sir, you have made a 
great mistake; that young man is an idiot.' Since then 
I have always been afraid to reprove those who mis- 
behave in church, lest I should reprove another idiot." 
During the rest of the service there was good order. 



A kid coming home all alone one night met a b^ 
wolf. " Oh, oh, I know you will kill me ! " said the 
litde kid ; '< but please play me a tune, so that I may 
have one more dance before I die ; I am so fond of 
dancing." "Very well," said the wolf, "I will try, 
for I would like to see you dance before I eat you." 
Then the wolf took up the shepherd's pipe that was 
lying near, and began to play. But while he vas 
playing and the kid was dancing a jig, the dogs heaid 
the sound and came running up. ** It is my own fault," 
said the wolf, as they caught him. <* My business is to 
kill kids and eat them, not to play for them to dance. 
Why did I try to be a piper, when I am only a butcher?" 
"You did not play very well, either!" said the kid. 



LITTLE GIPSY JANE. 



C. W. Glovbr. 
Edward Fitzball. 

IN- 
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Allegretto. 

1. I'm a mer-ry Gip-sy Maid, From my tent in yon-der glade, Sell - ing bal - lads 

2. With the lark I greet the mom, When the dew is on the rye; With the milk-maid, 
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is my trade. Fortunes too, I tell ; For village maids I've comfort bland, Of sweethearts who com ■ 
'neath the thorn, Stealthi - ly am I ; For her I' ve tales of house and land, And husbands rich to 
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plain. You've on 
gain; She has 



ly just to cross the hand Of 
but just to cross the hand Of 



lit - tie Gip - sy Jane, 
lit - tie Gip - sy Ja 
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Tra la, la, la, 



a, la, la, la, la; Tra la, la, la, 



la, la, la, la, la, la, la, 
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Tra la, la, la. 



la, la, la, la, la; Tra la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la. 
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THE ENCHANTED ISLE, 

Allegro am brio. 



Rom "HKRKAm." 



_ Allegro con tnrto, j^ |^^ ^ rrom nsKivAifi. 



P 

1. The mom is fair, our hearts are light, And mu -sic sings her sweet -est lay; The 

2. The air is calm, the sky is clear. That bends a-bove that is - land fair; And 
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lake is sleep - ing calm and bright, 
si - ren mu - sic there we hear. 



Come, let us a - way; We'll ply the 
Our hearts to eti - snare. The flow'rs may 
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oar, and o - ver tne sea Our boat will bear us hap - py and free. And seek a • 



oar, and o - ver tne sea Our boat will bear us hap - py and free. And seek a • 
bloom, but soon de - cay; The songs be sweet, yet seem to say, "Be -ware the 
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fitr the flower - y isle To rest our oar where ro - ses smile; And seek a- 
false, de - lu - sive smile That lights up life's en-chant • ed isle ; Be - ware the 



i a.17, p 1 c p c c 



rffl l FFFF 



n?ii \ i IU \ \ in t\^^^ 



^ 



far the flower • y isle To rest our oar where ro - ses smile; And seek a- 
false,de • lu - sive smUe That lights up life's en - chant - ed isle; Be -ware the 
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far the flower - y isle To rest our oar where ro - ses smile, 
false, de • lu - sive smile That lights up life's en -chant - ed isle." 

^ ^ ^- 
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** Twenty-five years ago, I was living in Tanytown 
on the Hudson. One summer afternoon an old man 
with a small hand-organ came slowly down the hill 
and turning in at my gate rested his organ on the piaz- 
ra and began to play. The unusually sweet tones of 
the instrument drew me to the door and my money from 
my pocket. After a while he began to sing. He must 
have had a fine voice in his younger days. At last he 
seemed to be through with his repertoire and, as I sup- 
posed, was going away, but he only leaned down to 
more carefully adjust the slides. Then he commenced 
to sing as he played, and as he sang the tears rolled 
down his cheeks, and, at the last, great sobs choked 
bis voice, and he hurriedly picked up the organ and 
went away. I remembered the air — ^not all at once. 



but little by litUe it came to me till I knew it all. Then 
I sang and whistled it to innumerable people — Ger- 
mans, Swiss, Austrians, Bohemians, — every foreigner 
I came in contact with, dying to learn the name and 
words of that song. Once I heard an old woman aug- 
ing it in a tenement house in Brooklyn, after ve 
had moved there from Tanytown, and I vainly tried to 
understand her or to find some one who could. At la^ 
I gave it up. I taught it to my boys but they ha?e 
had no better fortune. Now I send it to you and yen 
may perchance be able to tell me something about it." 
Thus writes Mrs. Lombard, a lady of Elgm, Illinois. 
The air is a favorite folk-song of Northern Germanj, 
"Welcome, Fair Evening", which is inserted on next 
page with both the German and English words given. 



JAMIE'S ON THE STORMY SEA. 



Bbrnako Covbbt. 




1. Ere the twilight bat was flitting, In tHe sun -set, at her knitting, Sang a lone - ly 

2. Warmly shone the sunset glowing; Sweetly breathM the young flowers blowing; Earth with beauty 

3. Cur - few bells re-motely ringing Mingled with that sweet voice singing, And the last red 

4. How could I but list, and liu-ger, To the song, and near the sin - ger, Sweetly woo - ing 




maid - en, sit - ting Un - demeath her threshold tree ; And, ere daylight died be-fore us, 
o - ver - flow-ing, Seemed the home of love to be, As those an - gel tones as-cending, 
ray seemed clinging, Lin-geringly to tower and tree; Near-er as I came, and nearer, 
Heav'n to bring her Ja - mie from the storm - y sea; And while yet her lips did name me. 
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And the vesper stars shone o'er us, Fit-ful rose her tender chorus, " Jamie's on the stormy sea." 

With the scene and season blending, Ever had the same low ending, " Jamie's on the stormy sea." 

Finer rose the notes, and clearer ! Oh ! 'twas Heaven itself to hear her, " Jamie's on the stormy sea!" 

Forth I sprang, my heart o'ercame me ; "Grieve no more, love, I am Jamie, Home returned to love and thee," 
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It is not often that troops have gone into battle 
with old "Coronation" for their battle hymn. In his 
lecture upon " The Realms of Art and Music," Darius 
Cobb describes their first charge as follows : It was 
Sunday. We were marching to our first battle. We 
waded through miles of sand and numberless streams. 
Overcome by the heat, men dropped from the ranks and 
even horses fell out of the way. To nerve the heart 
and quicken the step we sang stirring army songs. At 
last the cannon were heard in our front, and we knew 
the videttes were at work. We soon smelt powder, 
and thought of home. The men were foot-weary and 
exhausted, and the power of song was exhausted too. 
Suddenly the Colonel rode up to us, in company with 
the General, and exclaimed : " For heaven's sake give 



them something to cheer them on ! " Instantly that grand 
old conference hjnmn, "Coronation," came to our minds: 

All hail the power of Jesus' name ! 

Let angels prostrate fall, 
Bring forth the royal diadem. 

And crown Him Lord of all. 

We sent it forth, and it flew'up and down that extended 
colunm until the whole army was inspired by the hymn. 
The boys sped onward to battle as if charged by a 
thousand galvanic batteries; and while the heavens 
rang with song, the God of nations seemed leading 
us to victory. At midnight the enemy had fled ; and as 
I lay, my head pillowed on my gunstock, the full moon, 
looking down upon the living and dead, seemed to say, 
" The song for the conference is the song for the army." 
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TRAVELER'S EVENING SONG. 

Andante. 
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Franz Schubert. 
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Daylight slowly fades from the west, The leaves are hanging dream - i - ly o - ver the nest, The 
U • ber al • len Gipfeln ist Ruh, in al - len Wip - feln spti -.rest du kaum einen Hauch;die 
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birds are sleep -ing safe *neath the cov - er, Wea - ry, ohi wea - ry the 
V5g - lein schweigen, schweigen im Wal - de, war - te nur, war - te nur, 
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rov - er Longs for his rest, Wea - ry, oh ! wea - ry the irov - er Longs for his rest, 
bal- de ru - hcst du auch, War-te nur, war - te nur bal- de ru - best du auch. 
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WELCOME, FAIR EVENING. 

Allegretto. ^^ p^ ^ 
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FOLKSOMG. 



with its dews but de 



1. Oh, wel - come, fair eve - ning so 

2. Now soft - ly the breath of the 

3. Fa - mil - iar the friends we are 

4. Then welcome, ye shad • ows of 



bliss - ful, 
ze - phyr 
greet -ing, 
eve -ning! 
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That brings with its dews but de • 

Is balm - i - ly waft - ed a • 

Here on the sward vel - vet and 

Nor E - den of earl - i - est 
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Ught; 
long,— 



The twilight all peacefnl and 
Sad mem-o-ries lulling to 
We drain the full cup to our 
Sur - pass - es the peace of the 



ten - der. So dear to my heart, to my sight, 

slum - ber. And grat-i-tude wakens to song, 

dear ones. For true hearts in fond eyes are seen, 

gloam - ing. When foes are remembered no more. 
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ne peace ot tne gloam -mg, wnenioes are remembered m 
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2. 



Willkommen, O seliger Abend, 
Dem Herzen das froh dich genieszt! 
Du bist so erquickend, so labend. 
Drum sei mir recht herzUch gegrUszt. 

In deiner erfreulichen Kiihle 
Vergiszt man die Leiden der Zeit, 
Vergiszt man des Mittages SchwiUe, 
Und ist nur zu danken bereit. 



Wenn sfluselnde Lflftchen uns kflhlen, 
Kein Lauscher, kein Horcher uns st5rt, 
Dann wird unter WonnegefUhlen 
Der Becher der Freundschaft geleert. 

Im Kreise sich liebender Freunde, 
Gelagert auf schwellendes Griln, 
Da segnet man fluchende Feinde, 
Und iSlsset in Fxieden sie ziehn. 
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The popular ballad, " Listen to the Mocking Bird,** 
was written and first published in 1855, by Septimus 
Winner, of Philadelphia, under the nom de plume of 
" Alice Hawthorne,* ' his mother's maiden name. It was 
suggested incidentally by listening to a colored man, 
Dick Milbum, known as " Whistling Dick," who wan- 
dered about the city whistling in imitation of a mocking 
bird, at the same time strumming an accompaniment 
upon a guitar. Struck by his remarkable performance 
as a warbler, Mr. W. said to him one day, half in jest, 
" Dick, 1*11 write you a song for your mocking bird." 
The compass of the negro's voice was hardly an octave, 
and, as will be observed, the melody was made very 
simple, so as not to be beyond his reach. The words, 
" Listen to the Mocking Bird," which run higher, were 
to be spoken by him, not sung, except where they came 
withinhis compass, followed by the whistler's marvelous 



imitation of the bird. The man was a veiy gooa-natured 
fellow, but of so little intellectual capacity that, though 
he came to Mr. Winner's music store night after night 
to learn the words of the song, he was never able to 
master more than one verse of it. Such, however, was 
his sense of the comic, and such his facility in improvis- 
ing lines to the music, suggesting ridiculous fancies to 
attract the laughing crowd, that his " Mocking Bird " 
soon added greatly to Dick's local reputation. The 
song was published in ballad form and at once became 
very popular, and such is its hold upon the public fancy- 
that, although it has been sung and whistled and played 
the country over for an average lifetime, it still retains 
its place as a song of national reputation. It was sold 
by Mr. Winner to the firm of Lee and Walker for a 
trifling sum. The profits fix)m its sale have exceeded 
one hundred thousand dollars, perhaps the largest 



TOUCH US GENTLY, TIME. 



Bryan Wallsr Proctbr. 
(Barry Corkwaix.) 




1. Touch us gen - tly, gently. Time ! Let us glide a -down thy stream. Gently as we sometimes 

2. Touch us gen - tly, gently, Time! We've not proud nor soaring wings; Our am- bi-tion, our con- 




S^ 



^ 



J. j./J!^ 



ri:r" i rT rn 



P'^i^ \ ^^^i^i\^^ ;jijJjjyi ^''^L 



glide Thro' a quiet, quiet dream ; Humble voyagers are we. Husband, wife, and children three, One is 
tent, Lies in simple, simple things; Humble voyagers are we O'er life's dim, unsounded sea. Seeking 
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lost — an an -gel fled 
on • ly some calm clime ; 



To the a - zure overhead, Touch us gently, O gentle Time! 
Touch us gen - tly, gentle Time, Touch us gently, O gentle Time I 
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amount ever realized fix>m any musical composition of 
its class. There have been published upwards of fifty 
diflerent arrangements, with variations, each difl*ering 
from every other in some musical peculiarity, making 
it one of the most widely known of all airs and ballads; 
and yet the composer, during the twenty-eight years of 
the first copyright, never received upon the song any- 
thing beyond the price at which it was originally sold. 
This song at once gave him a reputation which opened 
the market everywhere to his efforts. It was followed, 
as it had been preceded, by others in different veins, 
humorous and pathetic. His first song, " How Sweet 
are the Roses," was published in 1850; his last, a 
merry " Party at the Zoo," a tuneful bit of humor, has 
just appeared ( 1888) in one of the magazines. Be- 
tween these dates he has written a hundred or more 
songs, both words and music, many of which have sold 



by tens of thousands and are very widely known,, 
among them, "What is Home without a Mother?" 
" Let us Live with a Hope," " I'll Sail the Seas over," 
etc., besides a large number of instruction books upon 
different instruments. Some of these songs which, at 
the time of writing them, he sold for a few dollars each, 
have netted their publishers full as many thousands* 
and he laughs pleasantly as he recalls the mistake of 
these low figures. His songs have had a very large sale 
also in Great Britain, more than sixty of them having 
been republished in England. His numerous instruc- 
tion books have been published under his own name» 
but his songs under various noms deplume^ among them 
"Alice Hawthorne," the most familiar, giving name to 
the " Hawthorne ballads " ; " Aspley Street," from the 
street in which he lived; "Mark Mason," a degree of 
the Masonic order to which he belongs, and others. 
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Mr. Winner was bom in Philadelphia in 1827. He 
received bis musical education from the late Dr. Meig- 
nen, leader of the old Musical Fund Society of that city. 
He is a thorough American, and one of the remarkable 
men of Philadelphia, who has done an incredible 
amount of work in a direction that has contributed great- 
ly to the good as well as to the enjoyment of his fellow- 
men. A genial gentleman, full of the true spirit of 
humor and brotherly kindness, contented and comfort- 
able — ^who has not in forty years lost a day from his busi- 
ness through illness — he remarked, in his music store on 
Eighth Street, a few days since to the writer : " When 
I reached sixty, I thought it about time to stop work, 
but the other day I met my old Sunday School teacher 
in the Park, looking hale and hearty, and he told me he 
he was eighty-four. Now, if I have to be eighty-four, 
I may just as well keep at it for twenty years yet." 



All the world has heard of Jenny Lind, but all the 
world may not know that she was on the stage only 
two years, and that part of that time was spent in 
America, whither the Swedish songstress came, bound 
by a legal engagement to sing under Mr. Bamum's 
management only. Whether from being badly advised, 
or firom the undervaluing of powers common to modest 
genius, Mademoiselle Lind found, on her arrival in 
America, that she had made a fatal mistake in. the 
terms of her engagement. She was fast boimd, and 
she knew it; and, in default of release from the awful 
Bamum, she was prepared to fulfil her duties to the 
letter. Immediately after the lady's arrival Mr. Bamum 
appeared. He listened to reasons and explanations, 
all demonstrating, from the singer's point of view, the 
mistake that had been made ; and he was assured that 
if those reasons had no weight with him he might rely 
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on every point of the engagement being religiously 
carried out. "This, madame, is the document you 
signed in England, is it not ? " said Mr. Bamum, pro- 
ducing a deed. " Undoubtedly," said the lady, " and 
I am ready to abide by it, if I have been unable to con- 
vince " " Be so good as to destroy it. Tear it up, 

madame; and if you instmct your lawyer to prepare 
another from, your own dictation, naming whatever you 
think fair for your services, I will sign it without hesi- 
tation." This was done; the terms were satisfactorily 
increased; and the engagement was fulfilled so success- 
fully as to leave Mr. Bamum a substantial reward for 
his generosity. I had the honor and pleasure of meet- 
ing Madame Goldschmidt at dinner at the house of a 
friend, when I heard the foregoing from her own lips, 
and at the same time received permission to make it 
as widely known as I pleased. — Frith* s Reminiscences. 



About the song "Ever of Thee" linger the sad 
memories of a gifted son of genius. Foley Hall, its 
author, was a gentleman of wealth and fine intellectual 
endowment. Admired and petted, he led a wild, heed- 
less life, in which his wealth melted away until he had 
not wherewithal to buy his daily bread. The woman 
he had loved having discarded him, in the deepest dis- 
tress he composed Uiis charming song, which he after- 
wards sold to a London publisher for twenty pounds, 
a mere pittance for such a spendthrift. He vnt)te other 
successful songs, but in a moment of weakness, de- 
pressed by poverty, — ^to endure which he lacked both 
disposition and training, — ^he forged the name of his 
publisher, and, notwithstanding the most strenuous 
eflfort in his behalf by his friends, in which his pub- 
lisher joined, he was thrown into Newgate prison, 
where he died broken-hearted before his trial came on. 
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LxTTLB Ones. 



Allfgrfiio. 

1. O wild is thy joy, my af - fee- tion-ate boy, What visions of fan - cy come o'er thee? Thy 

2. Dost think of a day thou mayst ramble and play, O'er meadows, and forests, and mountains ? Or 

3. Ah, brief is our mirth, for the visions of earth. Like the shadows of noonday, are fly - ing; But 
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spir - it so proud, and thy laughter so loud. What transports are glittering be • fore thee? 
in the sweet vale, 'mong the lil - ies so pale, By the side of the rills and the foun - tains? 
joys that are pure, shall for - ev - er en -dure, Though earth and its transports are dy • ing. 
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THE LITTLE BIRD. 
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1. Oh, do not frighten 

2. See how she nes-tles 

3. *Tis cru - el to dis - 

4. Then do not frighten 



or de - stroy The lit - tie 

on the bough. And nour-ish 

turb her nest. Or pil - fer 

or de • stroy The lit - tie 



bird with gold - en wing. That 
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bird with gold - en wing. Bat 
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THE SCALE. 
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1 . Come, let us learn to sing, Do re mi fa sol la si do ; Loud let our voices ring, Do re mi fa sol la si 

2. This is the scale so sweet. Do re mi fa sol la si do ; Sing it with accent meet, Do re mi fa sol la si 
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do; Let us sing with open sound, With our voices full and round. Do si la sol fa mi re 
do; Furst ascend in notes so true, Then descend in order too, Do si la sol fa mi re 
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SLUMBER SONGS. 



LiTTLB OnU. 




I. Be hushed, my dear, thy mother's near, Thou need'st no longer weep; Soft mel - o - dy sne 



1. Be hushed, my dear, thy mother's near. Thou need'st no longer weep; ^>ott mel - o - dy she 

2. Be hushed, my dear, diy ev - *ry tear, In sweetest qui - et keep; O weep not so o'er 

3. Be hushed, my dear, no thought of fear Should break thy slumbers deep ; An - gels a-bo ve, with 
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sings to thee. Now close thine eyes in sleep, Now close thine eyes in sleep, sleep, sleep, 
in - fant woe, But close thine eyes in sleep, But close thine eyes in sleep, sleep, sleep, 
wings of love, Their vigils near thee keep. Their vig-ils near thee keep, keep, keep. 
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SLEEP, O SLEEP 1 
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1. Sleep, 

2. Sle^, O 

3. Sleep, O 

4. Sleep, O 



sleep! While breezes so soft- ly are blow - mg; Sleep, O sleep I While 

sleep I While flocks in the meadows are straying; Sleep, O sleep 1 While 

sleep I While birds in the for -est are sing • ing; Sleep, O sleep! While 

sleep! While angels are watching beside thee; Sleep, O sleep! May 
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streamlets so sently are flow -ins:. Sleep, O sleep! Sleep. O sleep! 



streamlets so gently are flow -ing, Sleep, O sleep! Sleep, O sleep! 

lambkins are menri - ly play -ing, Sleep, O sleep! Sleep, O sleep! 

ech - oes with music are ring - ing, Sleep, O sleep ! Sleep, O sleep ! 

blessings for- ev-er be -tide thee, Sleep, O sleep! Sleep, O sleep! 
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1. Lul - la - by, lul - la- by, Do not wake and weep; Soft-ly in the 

2. Lul - la - 1^, lul - la • by. Loving watch we keep; Soft-ly in the 
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THE CHILDREN'S KINGDOM. 

Moderato, 



j. j. lonsdalb. 
Jacqubs Blumbnthal. 
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1. From the ci - ty gate at the dawning grey The childrenjoumeyed, a bright-eyed band, And 

2. The flush of (ky - break glowed o'er the hill, And nev - er faltered the march or song, They 
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sang as they threaded the mist-veiled way With pilgrim staves in each dimpled hand. The shepherds woke by 
reached a val - ley with winding rill And myriad flow'rs 'mid the grasses long, The sycamore shadows lay 




slumb'ring herd, The morning dew on their sandalled feet, And many a bird in its dreaming stirred As the 
dark and cool, The pathway bum'd 'neath the noontide ray. Their tired feet lingered by brake and pool, And 
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child - ish voices rose silver sweet. ** Abba, Father I Abba, Father! Abba, Father I Thy children 
night-fall came 'ere they sought their way. "Abba, Father! Abba, Father! Abba, Father! Thy children 
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come! A-do- nai!*A-do - nai! we come! we come! Ab - ba. Father! Thy chil - dren 
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come, A-do - nai ! 



do- nai! we come! we come! A-do -nai!' 
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3. A Seraph there stood by the gold - en gate, Qose scanning the gloom with his loving eyes, His 




heart was sad, for the hour was late, And the pathway echoed his feeble cries. Late ! late ! nigh midnight the 
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chil • dren crept, Dank with the rain and with thorn-pierced feet. Veil - ing their fa - ces with 
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tears bewept, They sang as they entered the golden street : "Abba, Father, Thy chil - dren 
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come ! A - do-nai ! A - do - nai ! we come I we come ! Ab - ba. Father, Thy chil - dren come ! A - do - 




do-nai ! we come ! we come, Adonai ! we come ! A-do-nai ! A-do-nai ! we come ! '' 
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*A '-do-nai, I<x>rd, the inefiaUe Name. The later Jews read Adonai where Jehovah is found in the Hehrtw. —Cdimet. 
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Dr. Thomas Hastings was bom in Washington, 
G)nnecticat, in 17S4. His parents removed to the 
State of New York in 1796, making their way through 
what was then an unbroken wilderness, in sleighs and 
ox-sleds. The lad was thus inured to the hardships 
of a pioneer life, and his early youth was spent in the 
routine duties of the farm. But with the winter months 
came the eager desire for knowledge, to gratify which 
he counted it no hardship to go six miles daily, on foot, 
to the school. He had ah-eady begun the study of 
music from a sixpenny primer of four small pages. 
Next he became fifth chorister in the village choir, 
and his musical career was commenced in earnest. 
Deriving from a treatise on music many valuable ideas, 



he puzzled out its difficult places, finally mastered its 
contents, and then turned to what was to be his life 
profession, the teaching of music. The singing-schools 
of that time and region were by no means places of 
hard work. Those who went wei« mainly young 
people, bent on fun and flirtation. Hence a consci- 
entious instructor had no sinecure. But Mr. Hastings 
was inflexible in his purpose, and he not only enforced 
his rules, but managed to obtain very apparent good 
results by the end of the third season. In 1816, after 
a period of five years spent in business and on the 
farm, Mr. Hastings returned to music, and compiled, 
with Prof. Norton, the famous *< Musica Saaa." In 
1 81 8 he was invited to Troy, and at this date he ap- 



CHURCH MILITANT. 



frjT^jjji'Jij'jI i 



Rbgxnald Hbbbr, 1827. 
H. S. CuTLBR. "All Saints." 
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1. The Son of God goes forth to war, A kingly crown to gain; 

2. The mar - tyr first, whose eagle eye Could pierce beyond the grave, 

3. A glorious band, the chos-en few. On whom the Spirit came: 

4. A no • ble army, men and boys, The matron ana the maid. 



His blood-red banner 

Who saw his Master 

Twelve valiant saints, their 

Around the Saviour's 
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Streams a - far, Who follows in His train ? 
in the sky. And called on Him to save : 
hope they knew, And mocked the cross and flame : 
throne rejoice. In robes of light ar - rayed : 



Who best can drink his cup of woe, Tri - 
Like Him, with pardon on his tongue. In 
They met the tyrant's brandi^ed steel, The 
They climbed the steep ascent of Heav'n Thro' 
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umphant o • ver pain ; 
midst of mor - tal pain, 
li - on's go - ry mane; 
per • il, toil, and pain : 



Who pa - tient bears his cross below. He follows in His train. 
He prayed for them that did the wrong : Who follows in His train ? 
They bowed their necks the death to feel : Who follows in their train ? 
O God ! to us may grace be given To follow in their train ! 




pears to have given his first distinctive attention to 
religious music. In 1822 he published a work on 
Musical Taste. In this he took the ground that "re- 
ligion has the same claim substantially in song as in 
speech." And it was under this banner that he fought 
all the rest of his life. In his management of the 
singing at Dr. Giester's church in Albany he carried 
these views into immediate practice, and with the best 
results. He had arranged his singers so that the 
congregation was really led by severd trained voices, 
though it seemed as if he stood forward alone as a 
precentor. The church became celebrated for its 
congregational singing, and Mr. Hastings wrote articles 
upon his new departure for the Utica papers. This led 



to his being invited to the editorial chair of a religions 
newspaper called "The Recorder," at a salaiy of six 
hundred dollars per annum, half the amount being 
conditioned on the support which the paper receired. 
He accepted these meager terms, in 1823 removed to 
Utica, Oneida county, and continued his relations with 
the paper until its ninth voliune had appeared. He 
never lost sight of the interests of sacred music in these 
years, and hence came to be known, more and more 
widely, as the advocate of many reforms. In 1832, 
New York City sought his aid, twelve churches com- 
bining to secure him for the metropolis. While the 
matter was tentative, a meeting was held in the old 
Broome Street (Presbyterian) church. At this Mr. 
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Hastings spoke, and with such power and persuasive- 
ness that the case was decided at once, for it was felt 
that he must be obtained. From 1832 to 1872, Dr. 
Hastings ( as we must now style him ) was a resident 
of New York City, devoting himself to its psalmody, 
and affecting the entire country from this commanding 
situation. To him church music became a sacred duty, 
*' an holy calling," and he gave himself up to it in all 
its aspeOs. This, of comrse, included the hymns them- 
selves; and, in point of fact, he composed no less than 
six hundred original pieces. He also corrected many 
of the older hymns, according to a more elevated 
standard of taste. To do this without detracting from 
their piety was, of itself, no slight achievement. Dr. 



Hastmgs, however, was a man eminent in his knowl- 
edge of the Scriptures, and of a truly devout spirit. 
His " Church Psalmist," published in 1836, was there- 
fore a marked example of his methods. It was severely 
criticised, but gained a wide circulation, as " Spiritual 
Songs," 1833, had done before it. The educational 
influence of ail these various publications was becoming 
more and more apparent. In 1844 his connection with 
William B. Bradbury added great strength to the cause. 
It would be tedious and unnecessary to enumerate the 
different works which these friends produced, alone 
or in partnership. Of them all. Dr. Hastings felt that 
"Selah," 1856, was his best. The "Church Melo- 
dies," 1858, was the pioneer of modem works of the 
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1. O world, I now must leave 

2. The grave hath lost its ter 

3. And so I hence am go 
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combined hymn-book and tune-book class. Like the 
"Plymouth Collection," 1855, it aimed to secure con- 
gregational singing in public worship. It should be 
added that this was by no means an easy task to which 
Dr. Hastings so devotedly consecrated his powers of 
mind and will. The opposition and discouragements 
of it are known to those who have trodden the same 
path. Its success is seen in the present opinions which 
prevail in the deep heart of the Church, undisturbed 
by the ambitious designs of less religious professional 
musicians. On the 15th of May, 1872, he went to 
join the choir of the saints about the throne. It is 
simply marvellous ( as Mr. A. D. F. Randolph has re- 
marked, in the little memoir which furnishes our facts) 



that Dr. Hastings should have accomplished so much. 
He was hampered by the perpetual drawback of im- 
perfect eyesight, and yet, in spite of this and other 
hindrances, he carried out a life-work which is its own 
best memorial. Whenever " Gratitude " or « Rock of 
Ages" is sung, there is still the presence of the singer 
whose praise is in all the churches. — English Hymns, 
You may be nearer to Christ than you think. Those 
men who went along the road to Emmaus, weeping 
and moaning that their Christ was gone, poured into 
his very ear the tale of their bereavement. They told 
him of their trouble — that they had lost Him ; and there 
he was talking with them. In the midst of their deep 
grief there was their victory, and they did not know it. 
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There are clear indications that up to the time of 
the Reformation music was in continual progress in 
England. But, unforttmately, the Wars of the Roses 
and the ruthless destruction which accompanied the 
suppression of the monasteries, the only homes of art oi 
all kinds in those rough, savage days, have obliterated 
all but the rarest indications. But it is certain, not 
only from the treatises and compositions of the four- 
teenth and fifteenth centuries that have survived, but 
from the splendor of the English school, when we 
again encounter it about 1520, that in the interval our 
music had been growing and flourishing, as everything 



in England grows and flourishes when it really seizes 
hold of the English people. Palestrina ( from 1550 to 
1 600) no doubt wrote more nobly than any of his contem- 
poraries, including our own Tallis and Byrd *, but it is 
not too much to say that the English predecessors of 
Tallis and Byrd— Edwards, Redford, Shepperd, Tye, 
White, Johnson and Marbecke, who date from 1500 
to 1550, were much in advance of any of the prede- 
cessors of Palestrina on the Continent. For they were 
their equals in science and they far surpass them in 
tunefulness and what I may call the common sense of 
their music. Their compositions display a "sweet 



CASTLES IN SPAIN. 

[ALADDIN.] 



V. BSLUNI. 

Jambs Russkll Lowell. 
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When I was a beg - gar - ly boy, 
2. Since then I have toiled day and night, 



And lived in a eel - lar 

I have men - ey and power, a . good 
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damp, I had not a friend, nor a toy, But I had Al - lad' - din's 

store. But I*d give all my lamps sil - ver bright. For one that is mine no 
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lamp; When I could not sleep for cold, 

more; Take, Fortune, whatev - er you choose. 



I had fire e - nough in my 

You gave and may snatch it a- 
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brain And builded, with roofs of gold. My beau-ti-ful cas - ties in Spain! 
gain ; I have nothing 'twould pain me to lose. For I own no more cas - ties in Spain ! 



pfff^^^^ffr^^^-fffffft^- 



reasonableness," a human feeling, a suitability to the 
words and a determination to be something more than 
a mere scientific and mechanical puzzle, which few, if 
any, of the Continental composers before 1550 can be 
said to exhibit. I have only to mention the familiar 
title of the charming madrigal, <*In going to my 
lonely bed," to convince many of this truth. Such 
was our position in the first half of the sixteenth cen- 
tury ; and the half century following is the splendid 
time of English music, in which the illustrious names 
of Morley, Weekes, Wilbye, Ford, Dowland and 



Orlando Gibbons shine like stars. These names may 
be unknown to some of you, but the men existed and 
their works live: — live not alone by reason of their 
science, their pure part-writing and rich harmonies, 
but by the stream of beautiful melody which flows 
through all their works — ^melody which is ear-haunting 
even to our modem and jaded natures and which has 
no parallel elsewhere. Those of you who have heard 
such works as the " Silver Swan," by Gibbons, and 
" Since first I saw your face," by Ford, will, I am 
sure, endorse my favorable opinion. — Arthur Sullivan, 
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SING, SMILE, SLUMBER. 

[CANTI. RIDI, DORMI.] 



Victor Hugo. 
Charlbs Gounod. 
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When at twi • light so softly thy voice breaks into song, 
When the smile on thy lip chases doubt far from my breast. 
In the silence of night when mine eye, vigil doth keep, 
Quand tu chan-tes ber-c^-e \jt soir entre mes bras. 



Can'st thou tell the sweet mem'ries of 
All my gloom is dispelled and for • 
And thy lips murmur softly of 
Entends tu ma pen-se-e Qui 



nuhm' i 'ffgfgifrOT^^hMirpfF ^ 




old that round me throng, 
ev • er in light I rest, 
love, e*en in thy sleep, 
te repond tout bas. 



All the dear happy days then return to me, hallowed by thee. 
- In thy sweet smile confiding, 'tis innocence only I see. 

Ah ! the sight of thy beauty my soul with rapture doth fill. 

Ton doux chant me rappelle les plus beaux de mes jours ; 




Ah I 
Ah! 
Ah I 



then sin^, ah ! sing for - ev 
then smile, ah \ smile forev 
then slumber on my fair 
Chantez,chantez, ma bel 



er, then sing, ah ! sing to me. Then sing, ah ! sing for- 

er, then smile, ah ! smile on me, Then smile, ah ! smile for- 

one, ah ! slumber, slumber still, Then slum - ber fair one, 

le, chantez, chantez tou - jours, chantez, chantez,ma 








ever, sing still to me. Ah ! 
ever, smUe still on me. Ah ! 
slum • ber, slumber still. Then 
belle, chantez tou - jours, chan - tez, 



belle, chan 




slumber, my /air one, ah I slum 



ber. 
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YEOMAN'S WEDDING SONG. 
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pRtNCB PONIATOWSKt. 

Words by Maria X. Haybs. 
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Allegretto giojoso. 

1. Ding dongi ding dong, ding dong, I love the song, For it is my wedding mom - ing, 

2. Ding dong, ding dong, ding dong, my steed, hie on, For the church will soon be fill - ing, They 
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And the bride so gay in fine ar • ray. For the day will be now a- 

must not wait, they mtist not wait. For were we late, they'd deem the groom un- 
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dom - - ing. Tho' I*ve little wealth but sovereign health, 

will - • ing. The sun is high in the morning sky, And the 
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And am but a yeoman free. When heart joins hand, there's none in the 

lark o'er our heads doth sing, A bri - dal song as we gal - lop a - 
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Can be n 



land 
long, 
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Can be rich- er in joys than we. Dingdong,dingdong,we*lI gallop a - 
Keep -ing time to the bells as they ring. Ding dong, ding dong, we'll gaUop a- 
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long. All fears and doubting scorning, Ding dong, we'll gallop along. All fean and doubting 
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Ing; Thro* the valley we'll haste, for we've no time to waste, As t his 
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IS my wed - ding mom 
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WHEN THE NIGHT-WIND. 
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Epbs Sargsnt. 
Wm. R. Dbmpstbr. 
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1. When the night- wind be - waileth the fall of the year, And sweeps from the for -est The 

2. Through mem-o - ry's chambers, the forms of the past. The joys of my childliood Rush 
^. The trees of the for -est shall blossom a -gain; And the wild bird shall car • ol A 




leaves that are sere; I wake from my slum-ber, And list to the roar; And it 
by with the blast ! And the lost one whose beau - ty I used to a - dore, Seems to 
soul - thrill - ing strain ; But the heart fate has wither'd. No spring shall re - store, And its 
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saith to my spir - it, ** No more, nev - er-more ! " And it saith to my spirit, " No 
sigh with the night breeze, " No more, nev - er-more I *' To my heart seems to murmur " No 
songs shall be joy - ful No more, nev - er-more I And its songs shall be joy - fill No 



^^ 



m^^^^^m 



A 



1?-tr 



a fi -f -rij 



rail. V^ 



^^ 



jiz=:»: 



m \s ' I Jt r-j^ 



more, nev -er- morel nev -er-more! oh! 



nev - er - more ! " 
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In his very valuable work upon the authorship and 
history of English hymns, Rev. Samuel W. Duffield 
makes special mention of no less than one hundred 
and fifteen hymns and metrical versions of psalms by 
Isaac Watts. This voluminous hymn-writer came of 
sturdy stock. He was the grandson of Thomas Watts, 
a naval officer, who blew up his ship during the Dutch 
War in 1656, perishing vri&i all on board. His father, 
Isaac Watts, inherited the family traits of courage and 
resolute purpose. He was a deacon in a Congrega- 
tional Giurc& at Southampton, in what were stormy 
days for the nonconformists. During this time of agita- 
tion his son Isaac, the oldest of nine children, was bom 
July 17, 1674. The deacon and his pastor were im- 
prisoned for nonconformity, and the child, then a babe 



at the breast, was often taken by his mother to the jail 
door, where she was accustomed to sit upon a stone near 
the entrance, with him in her arms. In 1683, his father 
was again imprisoned for six months for the old offence, 
and on his release was forced to "live privately in 
London for two years." Meanwhile Isaac had gone 
on with his studies. About this time he had the op- 
portunity of a free education if he would give up non- 
conformity but, being a staunch little Dissenter, be de- 
clined the offer, and went to London where he continued 
his studies under Mr. Thomas Rowe until 1694. Here 
he became attached to Miss Elizabeth Singer and pro- 
posed marriage, which she declined. ThS lady after- 
wards married his instructor, Mr. Rowe. He always 
remained a bachelor. His earliest hymn was occasioned 



JOY TO THE WORLD. 



Isaac Watts, 1709. 
G. F. Handbl. "Aktioch.' 
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1. Joy to the world, the Lord is comet Let earth re- ceive her King; Let 

2. Joy to the world, the Sav - iour reigns. Let men their songs em - plov ; While 

J. ^^..f•.•c:r.J• / 
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ev - 'ry heart pre - pare Him room. And Heav'n and nature sing, 

fields and floods — crocks, hills and plains Re • peat the sounding joy, 



And 
Re- 




Heav'nandna-ture sing, 
peat the sounding joy, 

sing, 

joy. 



m. 
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And Heav'n and na - ture sing. 
Re - peat the sound - ing joy. 



P 
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sing, 

joy, 



And Heav'n and na - ture 
Re - peat the sounding 

3- 

No more let sin and sorrow grow, 
Nor thorns infest the ground ; 

He comes to make His blessings flow 
Far as the curse is found. 



sing, 
joy. 



He rules the world with truth and grace. 
And makes the nations prove 

The glories of His righteousness, 
And ponders of His love. 



by a dislike of the verses sung in the meeting-house at 
Southampton. In 1696, he became tutor in a family 
at Newington. Here, for the children, he wrote of the 
** little busy bee," " the d<^s that delight to bark and 
bite," "the voice of the sluggard," as well as that best of 
cradle-songs, ** Hush, my dear, lie still and slumber." 
It was at this time that he wrote the " Divine and Moral 
Songs." He entered the ministry in 1698, preaching 
his first sermon at Mark Lane, London, but physical 
infirmity interfered much with this work. In 17 13, 
after one of his distressing attacks of fever and neural- 
gia, Sir Thomas Abney took hun to his own home. 
Long afterwards he said to Lady Huntingdon : " This 
day thirty years I came hither to the house of my good 



friend, Sir Thomas Abney, intending to spend but one 
single week under his friendly roof, and I have ex- 
tended my visit to the length of exactly thirty years." 
He published his hymns and psalms firom time to time, 
in book form, and so widely known are many of them 
in the Christian Church that they are to be found in 
almost every hymn book. He died Nov. 25, 1748, 
at the age of seventy-five. In person Dr. Watts was 
of spare habit, and hardly more tlian five feet in stature, 
so that he was known as " the little doctor." He was an 
able writer and a good speaker, with an unusually fine 
voice. If it be a greater thing to write a noble hymn, 
that is sung throughout the world, than to rule a nation 
wisely, then is he one of the world's great benefactors ! 
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From the time when medical knowledge was first 
embodied in rules of practice, and probably from a 
much earlier period, music has held a recognized place 
in the treatment of disease. In no class of diseases, 
however, are we likely to derive so much benefit finom 
the use of so pleasant a remedy as in those affecting 
the mind itself. In melancholia and allied states of 
depression its value is generally admitted in our own 
day. Ancient practitioners were also cc^nizant of its 
usefidness in this respect. We must all have felt how 
suitable is its infinite variety and facility of expression 
to the changing moods of the sane, and it is therefore 
the less difficult to understand how straying minds are 
pleased and settled by its charm. Certain it is that its 
beneficial effect is in this case considerable, and our 



readers, though possibly unable to acquire a knowledge 
of the art, should at least possess, and, if needful, assert 
in practice, a sense of its therapeutic value. — Lancet. 
The poets and sages are no more agreed in their 
answers to the question, "What is music?" than they 
were, and are, on Pilate's pathetic question, " What is 
truth ? " or on that which has been asked almost as 
frequently, " What is time ? ' ' Plato, with godlike calm, 
says, " The whole universe is music, for everything 
in it is order and harmony." Fuller holds that music 
is the poetry of sounds, as poetry is the music of words. 
According to Winer's theory, it is the art of singing 
words, and of speaking in sounds which express that 
which is otherwise inexpressible. Schopenhauer's defi- 
nition is unique : " Music is arithmetic come to life." 



SHOUT THE GLAD TIDINGS. 



W. A. MUHLBBIBURG, 1823. 
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Shout the glad tidings, ex - ult-ing - ly sing, 



Je - ru - salem triumphs, Messi - ah is Kingl 




1. Si - on the marvelous sto - ly be telling. The Son of the Highest, how lowly His birth ! The 

2. Tell how He cometh ; from nation to nation, The heart-cheering news let the earth echo round : How 

3. Mortals, your homage be grate-ful-ly bringing, And sweet let the gladsome Hosanna a - rise ; Ye 
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brightest archangel in glo - ry ex - celling. He stoops to redeem thee, He reigns upon ' eartn : 
free to the faithful He of-fers sal-vation'; His people with joy ever - last - ing are crowned: . 
an - gels, the full AMe - lu - ia be singing; One chorus resound thro' the earth and the skies : 
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The greatest marvel connected with an organ is, that 
genius makes itself felt through all the varieties, and 
intricacies, and unwillingness of its mechanism. It 
does not seem strange, when a man is blowing a bugle, 
or playing upon a harp that accompanies his song, that 
his soul should make itself felt though the metaJ and 
the strings. He comes into immediate connection 
with the instrument, and we can understand how the 
greater depth or richness, or delicacy of feeling of one 
performer should make itself manifest in contrast with 



another. But in the organ the performer is put at a 
greater distance from his real instrument, llie air is 
provided by unintelligent machinery. He touches 
dead keys with his fingers, and wooden springs with 
his feet, and they pull upon lines that open valves and 
let in air, according tofuced rules, to the pip^ we hear. 
Yet think of the subtilty of those wooden springs, those 
cords, those slides and valves, in response to the quality 
of the touch whose bidding they serve. From the 
heart, from the intellect, from the passion, from the in- 



OH, 'TWAS SWEET TO HEAR HER. 



m 






Albxandbr Lex. 
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Mcderato. 

1. The ves - per bells were soft-ly, soft-ly ring - ing, 0*er the sil - ver'd stil - ly 

2. And bright -est moon-beams tipt the moun-tain. While the glow-worm crept a - 
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lake ; The night - in - gale was sweetly, sweetly sing - ing. Thro' the wood and 
long, With Ut - tie light near yon cool foun - tain, As she car-oil' d 
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tangled brake. Oh ! 'twas sweet to hear her singing, While the vesper bells were ringing, Oh ! 'twas sweet to 
forth her song. Oh ! 'twas sweet to hear her singing, While the vesper bells were ringing, Oh ! 'twas sweet to 
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hear her singing, While the vesper bells were ringing, Oh I 'twas sweet to hear her, Oh I 'twas sweet'to hear her 






r;. r .ndr i -[Ji Qi . i n in ,r ir [,-n | , l 



eJJ i j j: 



singing, That ser-aph, ser - aph song, To hear her singing that sweet, sweet song. 
1^1 ^ T*- ■!•■ 
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most soul of the artist the exquisite and inexpressible 
thrill is conveyed with the mechanical impulse that 
makes the pipes vocal, so tliat the tones tell you by their 
purity, their modulation, their tremulousness, their 
exalting soaring, or their pathetic cadence, the rank 
and quality of the feeling, or the thought that has pos- 
session of the man whose fingers move the keys. I do 
not know any stronger testimony to the creative and 
we may also say, miraculous power of human genius in 



finding expression, than this fact that an organ so en- 
cumbared with machinery which would seem to neutral- 
ize all delicate difference in the pressure on its keys and 
the pull upon its strings is just as sensitive to the quality 
of the performer's touch as if his soul were directly 
breathing through the pipes. In how many ways docs 
God try to tell to us that this world is arranged by his 
wisdom as a scene for the expression of character, and 
we are all the while so blind to see, so deaf to hear! 
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Rowland Howard. 
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1. When a child I lived at Lincoln with my pa -rents on the farm; And les- sons that my 

2. As years rolled on I grew to be a mis-chief-mak - ing boy, De - stniction seemed my 

3. When I ar - rived at manhood and embarked in pub - lie life, I foimd it was a 

4. Then I studied strict e- con -o -my, and found to my sur-prise, My funds in-stead of 
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moth -er taught have nev • er lost their charm; Oft would she take me on her knee when 
on - ly sport, it was my on - ly jew; And well do I re-mem-ber, when 
rug - ged road, bestrewn with care and strife; I spec - u - la - ted fool - \sh - ly, my 

sink - ing still, full soon be- gan to rise; I grasped each chance and H - ways struck the 
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tired of child-ish play, And as she pressed me to her breast, I've heard her gen- tly say,- 

oft-times well chastised. How, as he sat be -side me then, my fa-therthus ad-vised,- 

loss-eswere se-vere. But still a ti - ny lit - tie voice kept whisp*ring in my car,- 

i - ron while 'twas hot, I seized my op - por - tu - ni - ties, and nev - er once for - got,- 
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"Waste not, want not, is a max- im I would teach; Let your watch - word 
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be Despatch, and prac - tice what you preach; Do not let your chan - ces like 
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sunbeams pass you by. For you nev - er miss the wa - ter till the well runs dry." 
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In his Philosophy of Education, Professor Blackie 
says : "The usual idea of education implies that children 
are empty and want filling, but they are no more empty 
than the seed that is put into the ground. The rarst 
thing to do in educating children is to let them observe. 
In the present age, books have taken the place of men. 
If in education we do not make better men, and more 
harmonious men, we miss the mark. Without that, 
the more knowing and clever men are the more they 
are like the devil. There should be in every school 
a biography of great men belonging to the country. 



Another great feature in moral culture is song. It is 
a great mistake to look upon music as an amusement 
or recreation. Songs stir the whole man ; they do not 
merely drill the brain, but they make the blood warm. 
We can cherish no bad passion when under the in- 
fluence of song. Jealousy, spite, envy, grumbling, all 
disappear when a man sings a good song. The aesthetic 
in man's nature should be cultivated, and the school- 
room walls ought to be covered with very beautiful 
forms. We should put beautiful things before the 
children and let them look at and feed upon them." 



ALICE GRAY. 



Mrs. p. Millard. 




1. She's all my fan - cy paint - cd her, she's love - ly, she's di - vine, But her 

2. Her dark brown hair is braid - ed o'er a brow of spot - less white; Her 

3. I've sunk beneath the sum - mer's sun, and trem - bled in the blast, But my 
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heart It is an- oth - er's; she nev - er can be mine, Yet love I as man 

sofl blue eye now Ian • guish - es, now flash • es with de - light; The hair is braid - ed, 
pil - grimage is near - ly done, the wea-ry conflict's past; And when the green sod 
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dc - cay, Oh 



nev - er loved, a love without 

not for me, the eye is turned a - way, 

wraps my grave, may pi - ty hap - ly say, 



! my heart, my heart is breaking for the 
Yet, my heart, my heart is breaking for the 
Oh ! his heart, his heart was broken for the 




love of Al - ice Gray! Oh! my heart, my heart is breaking for the love of Al - ice Gray! 
love of Al - ice Gray I Yet, my heart, my heart is breaking for the love of Al - ice Gray ! 
love of Al - ice Gray ! Oh I his heart, his heart was breaking for the love of Al - ice Gray ! 
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Robert Southey, at one time poet laureate of Eng- 
land, once said : ** I never hear chimes that they do not 
remind me of those which were formerly the first 
sounds I heard in the morning, which used to quicken 
my steps on my way to school, and which announced 
my relief from it, when the same tune, methought, had 
a merrier sound. When I remember their tones, life 
seems to me like a dream, and a time of recollection 
arises, which, if it were allowed to have its course, 
would end in tears." Readers of Dickens' charming 
Christmas story, The Chimes, will remember that in 



the first chapter they are told that as Toby Beck was 
stooping to sit down on a certain Christmas eve, the 
chimes rung. " Amen," said Trotty, pulling off his 
hat and looking up toward them. '< Amen to the bells, 
father I " cried Meg. — ^** They broke in like a grace, my 
dear," said Trotty, taking his seat. "They'd say a 
good one, I'm sure, if they could. Many's the kind 
thing they say to me." — ^**The bells do, father," 
laughed Meg. "Well!" — And there can be no doubt 
that to many the melodious chiming of the bells at this 
season of the year comes like a grace and a benediction. 
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GAUDEAMUS IGITUR 



CoLLBGB Song. 



I ^ UOLLBGB SOV 



1. Gau-de-a-mus i - gi-tur, Ju - ve • nes dum su-mus; Gau - de • a - mus i - gi • tur, 

2. U - bi sunt qui an- te nos In mundo fu - « - re? U - bi sunt qui an • te nos 
3i Vi - ta no-stra bre-vis est, Bre-vi fi - ni - e - tur, Vi - ta no - stra bre - vis est, 
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iu- ve-nes dum su-mus; Post ju-cun-dam ju - yen - tu - tern, Post mo-les-tam 
n mun-do fu - e - re? Va - di - te ad su • pe - ros, Tran-si- te ad 
Bre - vi fi - ni - e - tur, Ve - nit mors ve - lo - d - ter, Ra - pit nos a - 
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se - Dec - tu - tern, Nos ha 

in - fe - ros, U - bi jam 

tro - d - ter, Ne - mi - ni 



IE 






hu - mus, Nos ha - be - bit 
fu • e • re, U • bi jam fii 
par - ce - tur, Ne - mi - ni par 



hu • mus. 
e - re. 
ce - tur. 
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Vivat academia, 

Vivant professores, 
Viyat membrum quodlibet, 
Vivant membra quaelibet, 
Semper sint in flore. 



Quis confluxus hodie 

Academicorum? 
£ longinquo convenerunt 
Protinusque successerunt 

In commune forum. 



Abna mater floreat, 

Quae nos educavit, 
Caros et commilitones, 
Dissitas in regiones 
Spaisos, congregavit 



INTEGER VITAE. 



r 

Vivat et respublica 

£t qui illam regit, 
Vivat nostra civitas, 
Maecenatum caritas, 
Quae nos hie protegit. 



Odb op Horacs, 
For Male Quartbttb. 



Andante. 




3. Po - ne me, pi • gris u • bi nul - la cam - pis Ar - bor ses - ti - va re - ere - a - tur 
4« Po-ne sub cur-ru nim-i-um pro-pin-quo So • lis, in ter - xa dom - i • bus ne- 

Mil.. 11^'' 




ar - cu, nee ve-ne - na - tis gra - vi-da sa - git 

ta - lem Cau - ca-sum vel quae lo - ca fab • u - lo 

au-ra; Quodla-tus mun - di ne- bu-lae 

ga - ta; Dul - ce ri - den - tern La • la - gen a - ma 



tis, Fus-ce, pha- re • tra; 
sus Lam-bit Hy • das - pes. 



au - ra; Quod la-tus mun - di ne - bu -la ma • lus - que Tu - pi - tef ur • get, 
. Tx f .- _i j__ . — T_ i_ — _ — - bo, Dul-ce lo - quen • tem 
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The love of music by children is remarkable. See 
what pleasure they derive from their school songs and 
hymns. And their love of music does not cease with 
their school days; the girls carry it with them into the 
factories, and the lads become a principal element in 
the numerous brass bands, which have lately so much 
increased in the Midland and Northern counties of 
England. There is a sort of continuity in the musical 
life of our country which should be fostered and en- 
couraged — the early home, the village school, the 



church choir, the choral society, or the brass band, and, 
in special cases, systematic study at one of our great 
music schools. The municipalities ought to take up 
this work and systematize it by the establishment of 
some kind of secondary schools. Ireland possesses a 
special act sanctioning the teaching of music in munici- 
pial schools with aid from the rates in support; but we 
are not yet so fortimate in England. Our legislation 
not only does not encourage music, but it exhibits a 
curiously Philistine attitude towards it. Herein lies 



BONNIE BLUE FLAG. 

Modtratc. 



I. We are a band of brothers, and native to the soil. Fighting for the 



H. McCarthy. 
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We are a band of brothers, and native to the soil, 

2. First, gallant South Caro - li • na so nobly made the stand, 

3. And here's to brave Vir- gin- ia! the old Dominion State 

4. Then here's to our Confederacy, for strong we are and brave. 
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Fighting for the prop - er - ty we 
Then came Ala - b^ - ma, who 
That with the young Confed'racy at 
Like pa - tri-ots of old, we'Uiight our 
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gained by honest toil; And when our rights were threatened, the cry rose near and far, 

took her by the hand; Next quickly Mis - sis - sip -pi, Georgia and Flor - i - da, 

length has linked her £Eite; Impelled by her ex • am -pie, now oth - er states pre • pare 

e; And rather than submit to shame, to die we would pre 



her - i - tage to save; 
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fer. 



Hut- 
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To 
So 
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rah I for the Bonnie Blue Flag that bears a single star, 

raised on high the Bonnie Blue Flag that bears a single star, 

hoist on high the Bonnie Blue Flag that bears a single star, 

cheer for the Bonnie Blue Flag that bears a single star. 



Hur - rah I hur - rah ! for 

Hur • rah ! hur - rah I for 

Hur - rah I hur - rah ! for 

Hur - rah I hur - rah ! for 
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Southern rights hur - rah ! Hur - rah for the Bonnie Blue Flag that bears a sin • gle star. 
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one of the divine attributes of music, in that it is ab- 
solutely free from the power of suggesting anything 
immoral. Its countless moods and richly-varied forms 
suit it to every organization, and it can convey every 
meaning except one — an impure one. Music can sug- 
gest no improper thought, and herein may be claimed 
its superiority over painting and sculpture, both of 
which may, and, indeed, do at times, depict and sug- 
gest impurity. This blenush, however, does not enter 



into music; sounds alone ( i^>art from articulate words 
spectacle or descriptive programme ) must, from their 
indefinite nature, be innocent. Let us thank God that 
we have one elevating, ennobling influence in the world 
which can never lose its purity and beauty. — Sullivan, 
If the most consummate art of Greece appeared in 
her sculpture, of Italy in her painting, of England 
in her drama, — Germany has the glory of having- pro- 
duced the greatest of all musicians. — F, W, Farrar. 
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SEE-SAW WALTZ SONG. 

Tempo di VaUi. 



A. G. Cbowb. 
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See - saw, see - saw, now we're up or down. See - saw, see - saw, Now we're 
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ofif to London Town. See - saw, see • saw, Bojs and girls come out and pla]^, See • 
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saw, see - saw, On this our half hoi- i - day. i. There's Polly and Johnny and Kitty and 

2. Then come boys, and girls and aU join hands a- 
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Jane, All running to get on the See-saw a - gain, But Bob - by and Sal - ly al • 
round. And mer - ri - ly skip with de - light o'er the ground, Such frol - icsc 



> icsome games ne'er be • 
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read-y are there. And swinging the See-saw up high in the air. Ha! ha, ha, ha, ha, 
fore have been seen, As we'll have to • day on the old village green. Ha ! ha, ha, ha, ha. 
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ha, ha, ha, ha. What fun I Ha 



! ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. What ran! 



A I>. C. eUfine. 
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Some organists destroy the beauty of hymns by 
indulging in all manner of runs and musical capers 
between the verses. The organ should never be used 
as a piano, nor should it ever attract attention by such 
unsuitable performance. Let ministers also see to it 
that the children in the Sabbath schools learn .some of 
the music used during divine worship. As a rule the 
regular church hymn-book is excluded from Sabbath 
schools as if it were unfit for the children's use. A 



reform in this direction is needed, and sooner or later 
it is sure to be brought about. Why not begin it at once ? 
Select those tunes which are best adapted for children's 
voices ; see to it that they become connected in their 
youthful minds, with their earliest religious impressions 
and church associations; and they must, in course of 
time, become that power which they are designed to be, 
in the upholding of Christian character and in strength- 
ening the hold of the Church upon the community. 



ROCKAWAY. 



H. J. SHiUIPB. 

Hbmkt Rdssbu. 



J::fJ I JJJii'Jiiif 



s 



? 



' -J I P. ^ ^ ^ 0*^0 ' J ^ 1^ ^ X -g- -J- -J- 

On old Long Is - land's sea - girt shore. Ma - ny an hour I've whiled a - way, In 
Stmpre modertUe. 
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listening to the breakers roar,That wash the beach at Rockaway. I . On old Long Island's sea-giit shore, Ma- 
list'ning to the breakers roar,That wash the beach at Rockaway. 2. Oh, how delightful 'tis to stroll Where 
list'ning to the breakers roar,That wash the beach at Rockaway. 3. To hear the stalling night winds sigh, As 
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ny an hour I've wbil'd away, In list'ning to the breakers roar,That wash the beach at Rockaway, Trans- 
murm'ring winds and waters meet. To mark the billows as they roll, And break resistless at your feet ; To 
dreamy twilight lulls to sleep. While the pale moon reflects on high Her image in the mighty deep. Ma - 
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fixed I've stood while Na - ture's lyre. In one 
watch young Ir - is, as she dips Her man ■ 
jes - tic scene, where na - ture dwells. Pro - found 



har • mo - nious con - cert broke, And 

- tie in the spark - ling dew. And 

in ev - er - last - ing love, While 
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Quasi andante. 
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catch - ing its pro - me - thean fire. My inmost soul 
chased by Sol, a - way she trips O'er the horizon's 
her un - measured mu - sic swells. The vaulted firm - 



to rapture woke. Oh J 
; quiv'ring blue. Oh! 
a-ment a-bove. Oh! 
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On 
On 
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Fh}fessor Bain distinguishes sounds considered as 
sensations into three classes : The first comprises the 
general effects of sound as determined by quality, in- 
tensity, and volume or quantity, to which all ears are 
sensitive. The second includes musical sounds, for 
which a susceptibility to pitch is requisite. Lastly, 
there is the sensibility to the articulateness, distance, 
and direction of sounds, which are the more intellectual 
properties. The first and principal difference between 



sounds experienced by the ear is that between noises 
and musical tones, every variety of which depends on 
the rapidity, form, size, and order of succession of the 
vibrations. In musical tones, the vibrations are periodic, 
or succeed each other at regular intervals; in noises, 
they follow each other irregularly. Musical tones be- 
gin to be perceived at about thirty vibrations in a 
second, but a determinate musical pitch is not per- 
ceptible till about forty vibrations have been reached. 



OLD SANTA CLAUS. 



j^ffrtumM^'^ 



John Read. 
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I. Old 



_. Jld Santa Qaus sat all alone, his pipe up -on his knee, A funny look' about his eyes for 

2. He had been busy as a bee, had stuffed his pack with toys ; Hkd gathered worlds of odds and ends, his 

3. Of candies too, or clear or striped, he had a bounteous store. And raisins, figs, and prunes,and grapes, but 

4. He clapped bis specs upon his nose, picked up his rusty pen. And wrote more lines in one short hoiu: than 
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ny chap was he ; His queer old cap was twisted, torn, his wig was all awry ; He sat and mused, as 



fun • ny chap was he ; His queer old cap was twisted, torn, his wig was all awry ; He sat and mused, as 
gifts for girls an' boys, Had dolls for girls,and whips for boys,with barrows, horses, drays. Bureaus an'tninks for 
wanted something more,<*rm almost ready now,'* he said, **and Christmas nearly here ; But one thing more, I 
you could write in ten ; Then, Christmas eve and all in bed, Quick down the chimney flew, And left, beside the 




lost in thought, while time went flying by. Santa Claus, who fears no danger. Over all the world a ranger, 
Dolly's clothes : all these his pack displays. Santa Claus, who fears no danger. Over all the world a ranger, 
need a book for little folks this year." Santa Claus, who fears no danger, Over all the world a ranger, 
stocking filled, the book he meant for you. Santa Claus, who fears no danger. Over all the world a ranger, 
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Everywhere a welcome stranger. Speeds afar on Christmas eve ! Santa Claus, who fears no danger. 
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O - ver all the world a ranger, Ev'rywhere a welcome stranger. Speeds afar on Christmas eve 1 
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The velocity of sound in air depends on the elas- 
ticity of the air in relation to its density. The greater 
the elasticity the swifter is its propagation, the greater 
the density the slower the propagation. The veloc- 
ity of sound in water is more than four times, in iron 
seventeen times that in air; along the fibre of pine wood 
it is ten times as great as in air. The difference be- 
tween sounds otherwise the same, from different mate- 
rials, instruments,or voices, is now explained by the pres- 
ence of auxiliary upper tones in all instruments, which 
vary with the material and the instrumient — TyndalL 



In the case of violinists, their virtuosity is not alto- 
gether the result of finger dexterity and pure technical 
skill, as with piano players. The violin is an instnx- 
ment which has almost human caprices, and has, so to 
speak, sympathetic relations with the mood of the 
performer. The smallest discomfort, the slightest dis- 
turbance of the spirits, a breath of emotion, finds in it 
an immediate echo ; and such may be the case, because 
the violin, pressed close to the breast, participates in the 
beatings of the heart. This, however, is only the case 
with artists who really have a heart in the breiast which 
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CASTANETS ARE SOUNDING. 
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SPAmsH. " La Cachuca." 
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AlUgretia. 

1. Come, O come! Cas - ta - nets are gai • ly sounding; Light feet to their notes are 

2. Day is past: Stars now bright -ly beam a-bove us, Hearts are near that fond • ly 
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bound -ing; Mer • ry dance and joy - ous song Gladden now that nap - py throng, 
love us; Sweet gui - tar and man • do - lin Give new pleasure to the scene. 
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Nev- er, ^ nev • er yet did mu > sic's meas - ure Bear such thrill • ing notes of 
Come, then come !nev-er yet did mu - sic's meas • ure Bear such thrill - ing notes of 
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pleasure; Hearts and e^ are filled with glee, And gay^ est of the gay we*ll be. 
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does beat, and also, above all, a soul. The more prosy, 
the more heartless the violin player is, so much the more 
regular will his execution be, and he can reckon on 
the obedience of his fiddle-bow at any hour and in every 
place; but this much-belauded certainty of execution 
is only the result of sphitual mediocrity, and the greatest 
masters were those whose faculties of playing not un- 
frequently depended on outward and inward influences. 
I have never heard any one play better, and also at 
times nobody worse than Paganini ; and I can say the 



same of Ernst. He is perhaps the greatest violinist of 
our day, and resembles Paganini as much in failings 
as in genius. His absence this winter was much re- 
gretted. Savori was a very poor substitute, yet we beard 
him with pleasure since he was* bom in Genoa, and 
when a cfa^d in his native city may have met Pa^^ini. 
People have said he was a pupil of this latter. No; 
Paganini never had a pupil, since the best pert of what 
he knew — that which is the highest in art — that can 
neither be taught nor learned. — HHnrich Heine ^ 1 841. 
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MY HEART IS LIGHT. 



^ ^ k. ^ ROSSIMI. 



1. My heart is light and free from care, And free- my song shall flow, "What better speech than 

2. The grumbler's blood moves thick and slow, His heart is cold and ch ill. But quick the pulse and 

3. Let him, whose conscience feels no sting, For others* fail- ings groan. Let me to all their 
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song is found When hearts with pleasure glow ? Our course goes on up hill and down, By 
warm its flow, If love the bo - som fill; If love and true good- will to all There 
faults be blind. And humbly mend my own; Let me in kind-ness full and free My 
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des - eit field or flood. Now smooth and fair, now hard and rough. But all in turn are good, 
swell in ge - nial flow. The brow is clear, the smile serene, The eyes like sunlight glow. 
Master's wish ful - fil, And take my brethren to my heart In love and true good • will. 
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SWISS HUNTER. 



ALPtMB MbLODT. 
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1. Bright -ly speed the hours 

2. Alp on Alp as • cend - ing, 

3. Sweet - ly to re - ward him. 



O'er the hun - ter's way; 
He, with wake - ful horn, 
Then, at day's soft wane. 



Free - dom blithely 
Sport with la - bor 
Oh ! what strains ac - 
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There her dear - est lay ; "While the glad ech - oes vy - ing, Thro* 



pours There her dear 

blend -ing. Hails the ris - 

cord him Wei - come home 



est lay; "While the glad ech - oes vy - ing, i«iu 
ing mom, While the glad ech - oes vy - ing. Thro* 
a - gain! While the glad ech - oes vy - ing. Thro* 
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AT THE FERRY. 

Moderato. 



M. Wbllzngs. 
F. £. Wbathbrlt. 



- jnocurato. i i . 



i 1^ 
I . I can hear them o*er the meadows, The old church-belis a-chime. O'er the twilight misty 
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mead • ows, In the sweet spring time ; A - cross the stream we float. In the 
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old, old ter - ry - boat. And talk of all the days to come. In the s^ 
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old, old ter - ry - boat, And talk of all the days to come, In the sweet spring time. 
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^ Poco animaio. 
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Row! row! un-der the stars, Flow,strcam, by thy sand-y bars! Row! row ! from shore to shore. 
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Love will last — love will last — Love will last 



for ev 
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2, We are driftingdownthestream, By the darkening willow shore, In a hap -py, golden 
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dream, And my lov-cr rows no more; tie lets the old boat glide, He is 
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sit - ting at my side, And say - ing that his heart is mine for ev - er, ev • er more. 
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3. But 'tis long and long a • go, And he is here no more; I do but sit and dream, and dream Be 
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side the qui - et shore ; The old boat still floats on, As in the years agone, And thy words are in my 
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Piu animato. 
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heart, my love, for ev - er, ev - er more. Row 1 row ! under the stars, Flow, stream, by thy sandy bars ! 
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Row ! row ! from shore to shore, Love will last, love will last. Love will last for ev - er more. 
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The song entitled " Your Mission," whose author- 
ship was for a time unknown, was written by Mrs. 
Ellen Huntington Gates, of Elizabeth, New Jersey. 
She says : " The lines were written one snowy after- 
noon in the winter of i860. I knew then, as I know 
now, that the poem was only a simple little thing; but 
somehow I had a presentiment that it had wings and 
would fly into sorrowful hearts, uplifting and strength- 
ening them.'' It was in Washington, when Philip 
FhilUps sung these verses at a pubUc assemblage, that 
Mr. Lincoln sent him a written request to repeat the 



song by which he had been much impressed. Mr. F. 
B. Caipenter, the artist, in his reminiscences of the 
White House, telb the following story showing how 
firmly the colored people believed in Abraham Lincoln 
as God's chosen messenger and in his mission to their 
race, which, indeed, he himself recognized: **On a 
certain occasion when there was quite a large gathering 
of the people, considerable confusion was created hj 
different persons attempting to tell who and what 
' Massa Linkum ' was. In the midst of the excitement 
a white-headed leader commanded silence. < Brederin,' 



I BUILT A BRIDGE OF FANCIES. 



•< Moderaio, eon esprns. 
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Amkx Fricxbr. 
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Moderaio, eon esprtst. ^ ^ ^ 

1. I built a bridge of fan-cies, It reached from earth to heaven, Yet 

2. Yet stay I I now re - mem • her 'Twas a*blind - ing storm of rain Fell 
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scarce • ly e'er com - pie - ted, 
from my eye - lids heav - y. 
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Its slen - der chains wereriv'n; So 

Raising a mist of pain; When 

4- ^ 
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ma-ny shadows crossed it, In col - ors decked so bright, No won -der that they 

next I gazed with longing, In one short summer's day All I had loved had 
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broke it, Although their weight was light. Although their weight was light 

vanished. My bridge was swept a - way, My bridge was swept a - way. 
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he said, *ye dunno w'at ye'se talkin' 'bout. Massa 
Linkum he eberywhar, he know eberyting.' Then, 
solenmly looking up, he added : ' He walk de earf like 
de Lord ! ' When this story was told to the President 
he did not smile, but rose fix)m his chair, and walked 
in silence two or three times across the floor. Then 
he said, ' It is a momentous thing to be the instru- 
ment under Providence, of the liberation of a race.' " 
Care should be taken in singing that the child pro- 
nounce his words distinctly. The manner of uttering 
the vowels is that which gives a pleasant or unpleasant 



tone of voice to the singer. Piroperly speaking, we are 
never to sing the consonants, but to articulate them 
instantly, much as in speech, though louder and with 
greater precision. We sing only the vowels, and hence 
our manner of treating them is almost the only circum- 
stance that gives sweetness and polish to the voice. 
Songs or hymns which are strictly devotional, should, 
as far as practicable, be accompanied with devotional 
associations of thought and feeling. This is aprinciple of 
importance to children, and should ever3rwhere pervade 
the cultivation of devotional song. — Thos, Hastings, 
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THE BETTER LAND. 



Mrs. Arkwrigrt. 
Fbucia Hbmans 






1. I hear thee speak of the bet - ter land, Thou call'st its children a 

2. Is it where the feath - er • y palm-trees rise, And the date grows ripe under 

3. Is it far a • way in some re - gion old, Where the riv - ers wander o'er 

4. Eye hath not seen it, my gen-Ue boy, Ear hath not heard its sweet 
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hap - py band; Moth • er, oh! where is that ra - diant shore? 

sun • ny skies? Or midst the green is • lands of glit - taring seas; Wliere 

sands of gold, And the bum - ing rays of the ru - by shine, And the 

songs of joy; Dreams cannot pic • ture a world so fair, Sor 
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Shall we not seek it and weep no more? Is it where the flower of the 

fra - grant for - ests .per - fume the breeze, And strange, bright birds on their 

di • a • mond lights up the se - cret mine. And the pearl glows forth from the 

row and death may not en - ter there. Time may not breathe on its 
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Not 
Not 
It is 



or - ange blows. And the fire - flies dance in the myr - tie boughs? 

star - ry wings. Wear the rich hues of all glorious things? 

cor - al strand, Is it there, sweet mother, that l^t - ter land? 

fade - less bloom; For be - yond the clouds and be- yond the tomb. 
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there! not there! my child. Not 

there! not there! my child. Not 

there! not there! my child. Not 

there! it is there! my child, It is 



there! not 

there! not 

there! not 

there! it is 



there! my 

there! my 

there! my 

there! my 



child, 
child, 
child, 
child. 
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Social Music. — ^It has been well said that " Music 
fulfils its most attractive and beneficent mission when 
the masses of the people enjoy it as a recreation and 
a solace." Music is best enjoyed by those who can 
perform as well as listen to it, and no one can over- 
estimate the exercise of this divine art, as a promoter 
of social intercourse, innocent, nay, elevated in char- 
acter. In villages and country towns the clergy would 
find, as many of them doubtless do, the teaching of 
music to large bodies of young people a means of 
double advantage. It is often said that guilds and 
young people's clubs die out for want of something to 
do. We venture to suggest that, on the threshold of 
winter, active parish organizations should take up a 



study which is ea^ to all who have Toices. Besides, 
such ''choral practice'' would have a directly bene- 
ficial influence on church smging, both in the choir 
and in the pews. It might even be a basis on which 
all Christians in a community might meet in agreeable 
intercourse. Occasional competitions with neigboring 
villages, such as are common in England, woiSd spur 
emulation and lead to excellence. A good concert or 
two in a village, the music of which, bDth vocal and 
instrumental, was a home production, would be wel- 
comed alike by young and old; it could be made, in 
part, to take the place of bazaars, tea-meetings, and 
certain other methods of raising occasional additions 
to church or various beneficent funds. — Churchman. 



THE VINE-DRESSERS' SONG. 

AndoHiinc. I 



William Ball. 
VoH Wbbkx's Last Waltz. 



. Come a • way, lads, to la • bor ! Brightly glows the young day : Come, come away, friend and 



1 . Come a • way, lads, to la • bor ! Brightly glows the young day ; Come, come away, friend and 

2. Come, each pret-ty* maid- en. Your por-tion pre - pare^Wirti scrip free-ly la - 
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To the vineyard a - way! The blithcech-o, ringing. Replies to the horn, And the 
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neighbor. To the vineyard 
den, With labor'ssweeti 
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way! The blithe ech • o, ringing. Replies to the horn, And the 
fare. Hark 1 the shepherd lads, wending The hillside along, Are 
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woodbirdis singing, All hail ! to the mom. 0*er the light, glancing fountain, O'er fell and o'er 
cheer-i • ly blending The shout and the song. See! the herds gai-ly bounding, A - rouse at Uie 
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stream, O'er the rose-tinted mountain. How plays the fresh beam ! Come away, lads, to labor ! Brightly 
call. As the matincomessounding'^ Good-morrow ''to all. Come a - way, lads, to labor! Brightly 
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THE PALE WHITE ROSE, 



R. W. Adams. 
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AfuUmUr 

1. Oh hope, de-lu - sive dream of bliss, Where are thy vis - ions now? Can*st 

2. This mom how bright was youth's wilddream. Life shone serene -ly fair, Un - 
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thou be -friend an hour like this, Or soothe my ach • ing brow? Thine emblem is this 
thinking girl, could'st tliou not deem Dark clouds would hover there? I wake, the fleeting 
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lovely flow'r. Thy charms alike dis - dose, Thou'rt but the crea 
dream is past, Ah, sad the truth dis - closed. That love is but 



ture of 
a dream 
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an hour, And 
at last, And 
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like this pale white rose, Thou'rt but the creature ofan hour. And like this pale white rose, 
like this pale white rose. That love is but a dream at last, And like this pale white rose. 




THE QUEEN'S MARIES. 



Old Scotch. 
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Dolorosa. 

1. Yes:treen the Queen 

2. Oh! oft • en hae 

3. Oh!^ lit - tie did 

4. Oh ! hap - py, hap - 



had four Ma-ries, The nicht she'll hae but three; There was 

I dressed my Queen, And put gowdon her hair; But 

my mith - er ken, The day she era - died me, The 

py is the maid That's born o' beau - ty free;. It 



4. Un! hap-py, nap - py is the maid 1 hat's twrn o' beau • ty free; it 
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Ma - rie Seoton, and 
noo ];»e I gotten, for 
landsj^ I was to 
was s** m?dim-plin*. 



^S: 



Ma - rie Beaton, And Ma - rie Carmichael and me. 

my reward, Sair death to be my share, 

tra - vel in, Or the death I was to dee. 

ro '- sie cheeks That's been the dule o' * me. 
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But if there is no music in nature there is a proph- 
ecy and some hint, and even faint articulation of it. 
In a favoring spot an echo often starts anollier echo, 
but an octave above, and in rare places still answer- 
ing echoes not only in the same key but always in 
harmony, softer and sweeter. This is almost music, 
and seems a call to man to liberate it from the prison 
of matter and suffer it to become the harmony it is 
striving to express — reminding one of that striking 
passage of Goethe's child correspondent: "When I 
stand all alone at night in open nature, I feel as 
though it were a spirit and begged redemption of me. 
Often have I had the sensation, as if Nature, in wail- 
ing sadness, entreated something of me, so that not 
to understand what she longed cut through my veiy 



heart." The child uttered the deei)est philosophy 
and touched the very secret of creation— even Uiis^ 
that God b not above creation as a mechanician, but 
is in it by his indwelling presence, one with its laws^ 
Himself the secret energy of its processes and the 
soul of the sentiments and thoughts lodged within it, 
and so coming to man for recognition. There is no 
fuller revelation of God in nature than is found in 
these laws of sound by which He comes into the very 
heart of man, even to its inmost recesses of love and 
adoration ; and it requires only a sensitive, child-like 
heart to interpret this speechless music, locked within 
nature, as the voice of God pleading to be let out into 
music and praise through the heart of man, for so 
only can His works praise him. — Rev. T, T, Munger, 



WHEN THE CORN IS WAVING. 



i=* 



Modtrato. 
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Cmarlbs Blamphim. 
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1. When the com is wav-ing, An-nie dear, Oh, meet me by the stile, — I 

2. When the com is wav-ing, An-nie dear, Our tales of love we'll tell. Be- 
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hear thy gen - tie voice a - gain. And greet thy winning smile. The moon will te at 
side the gen - tie flow - ing stream That both our hearts know well. Where wild flow'rs, in their 
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full, love, The stars will bright - ly gleam, Oh, come, my queen of night, love. And 
beau - ty, Will scent the ev' - ning breeze; Oh, haste, the stars are peep -ing. And the 
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S^: t.ST1^:}whenthecom is waving. An-nie dear. Oh.meetme by the 
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lear thy gen - tie v 


oice a - gain, And 


greet thy win-nis 
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smile. 
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GERALDINE. 



W. C. Lkvky. 

H. C. HUNTSR. 
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1. It is not that you're fair, tho' you're fair as the day, It is not that your 

2. In the vales, on the peak, oft enchant • ed I've stood, And in rapture can 

3. When I gaze on the skies, and I ponder, my love. On the millions of 




hair is the sun -shine* at play; Oh! I know not the spell that en 
speak of the green leaf - y wood; Yet my heart turns a - gain to the 
eyes that are watch -ing a-bove; Tho' the stars ev - 'ry one shine in 




chains me un - seen, But I on • ly can tell you're my queen, *Ge-ral 
pret • ty blue - bells, And the sweet smil - ing plain where my Ge - ral • dine 
beau - ty, my queen. Yet there is but one sun, and but one Ge - ral 
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dine. Ge - ral -dine! Ge-raldine! queen of my soul; Tho' worlds may di 

dwells. Ge - ral - dine 1 Ge - raldine ! queen of my soul ; Tho' worlds may di 
dine. Ge • ral-dinel Ge - raldine ! queen of my soul; Tho' worlds may di 
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vide us, and o - ceans may roll. In storm and in tempest, in an • ger 
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tween. Still you reign in my heart! you're my queen, Ge - ral - dine! 
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LONDON BRIDGE. 

Moderttio. 



J. L. MOLLOT. 
F. E. WBATHBRZ.T. 
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1. Proud and low - ly, beg -gar and lord, O - ver the bridge they go; Rags and vel - vet, 

2. Dain - ty, paint -ed, powdered and gay, Roll-ethmy la • dy by; Rags and tat - ters. 
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fet - ter andsword,Pov-er-ty, pomp and woe; Laughing, weeping, hurrying ever, Hour by hour they 
o • ver the way, Under the open sky ; Flowers and dreams from country meadows. Dust and din thro'' 
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crowd along, While below, the might -y riv • er Sings them all a mocking song, 
dt - y skies ; Old men creeping with their shadows, Children, with their sun - ny eyes. 
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Hur - ry a • long, sor - row andsong. All b van • i - ty 'neaththe sun; Vel - vet and rags. 
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so the world wags. Until the river no more shall run, Until the river no more shall run, more shall 
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run. 3. Storm and sunshine, peace and strife, O • ver the bridge they go; Float • ing on in the 
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tide of life, Whither, no man shall know. Who will miss them there to-morrow ; Waifs, that drift to the 
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shade or sun I Gone away with their songs and sorrow; On - ly the riv - er still flows on. 
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Hnr-ry a - long, sor- row and song, All is van - i - ty'neaththesun; Vel - vet and rags, 
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so the world wags, Until the river no more shall run, Un - til the riv - er no more shall run. 




GOOD-NIGHT, LADIES. 
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ttenuto. 

1. Good-night, la - dies ! Good -night, la - dies ! Good-night, la - dies ! We're going to leave you now. 

2. Fare - well, la - dies I Fare - well, la - dies ! Fare - well, la - dies ! We're going to leave you now. 

3. Sweet dreams, ladies ! Sweet dreams, ladies I Sweet dreams, ladies ! We're going to leave you now. 
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Mer - ri - ly we toll along, roll along, roll along, Mer - ri - ly we roll along. Over the dark blue sea. 
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There is no art, nor any science, that has not had 
its martyrs. The early days of many, — ^perhaps of the 
majority, — of those who have attained to eminence 
among "the masters of those who know," have been 
days not only of toil, but also of straggle and effort 
and painful trial. Musicians have furnished but few 
exceptions to the general rule. If it is true of the poets 
that " they learnt in suffering what they taught in song ;" 
if the great god Pan hacks and slices the exquisite 
reeds of the river out of which he makes his melodious 
instruments — ^the musicians have been partners in the 
same destiny. " My music," said Schubert, " is the 
product of my genius and my misery; that which I 
have written in my deepest affliction the world seems 
to like best." There have, indeed, been exceptions. 
Several of our English musicians, — ^Tallis, lau-cell, 
Wesley, Bishop, Stemdale Bennett, — were fairly pros- 



perous and happy men; and among the Germans, 
Handel, Mozart and Mendelssohn had no very servere 
and overwhelming combats with misfortune. Haodel 
met with the most triumphant success; Mozart even 
as an infant was regarded as a prodigy; on the beau- 
tiful soul of Mendelssohn life seemed to smile with 
radiance from the very first. These men knew little 
or nothing of the distress, poverty, ill-health, neglect, 
disappointment, perfidy, blindness, madness and deaf- 
ness which afflicted the early and later life of Bach, 
Haydn, Beethoven, Schubert, Schumann and others. 
Handel, indeed, became blind, but only in 1752. He 
died on April 14, 1759. It is a good thing that in the 
works of the great musicians the world can hear the 
sweet notes that have been struck out of the chords of 
life by the soft touch of happiness, as well as by ** the 
mighty plectrum of disappointment." — F, W. Farrar. 



DUNOIS THE BRAVE. 

Modtraio. 
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H. E. BsAUHABNAISf 

Sir Waltkr Scott tr. 
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z. It was 

2. His oath of hon • or 

3. They owned the con -quest of 

4. And then they bound the ho 



Du-nois,*the young and brave, was bound for Pal - es • tine, 
the shrine he graved it with his sword, 
his arm, and then his liege lord said: 
ly knot be - fore Saint Ma - ry's shrine. 



But 

And 
«The 
That 
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or - i • son be • fore Saint Ma • ry's 

Ho • ly Land the ban • ner of his 

hon - or beat by bliss must be re • 

dise on earth if hearts and hands com 



first he made his 
fol - lowed to the 
heart that has for 
makes a Par - a - 



shrine: *'And 
lord; Where, 
paid, My 

- bine: And 
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crant, im • mor - tal queen of heaven," was 

faith - ful to his no - ble vow, his 

daugh-ter Is • a - bel and thou shall 

cv - 'ry lord and la - dy bright that 



still the sol - dier*s 

war - cry filled the 

be a wed - ded 

were in chap - el 
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prayer, "That 

air, "Be 

pair. For 

there. Cried, 
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est 
the 
est 
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I may prove the 

hon - ored aye the 

thou art brav - est 

"Hon - ored be the 
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brav - est knight, 

brav • est knight, 

of the brave, 

brav • est knight. 



and love the fair • 

be loved the fair - 

she fair - est of 

be - loved the fair - 
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fair.' 
fair, 
fiur!' 
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it pour la Syne/ or 
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Thb is the well-known " Partant pour la 
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one of the French national ain. * I^u-«My. 
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I LOVE MY LOVE. 

Alltgro fitotUrtUo, 



C. PiMstm. 
Charlbs Mackay. 



I. What is the meanimr of the song That rintrs so clear and loud. Thou nicrhtingale a - 



1. What is the meaning of the song That rings so clear and loud, 

2. What is the meaning of thy thought, O maiden fair and young, 

3. Oh, happy words, at beauty's feet, We sing them ere ottr prime, 



Thou nightingale a - 
There is such pleasure 
And when the ear-ly 
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mid the copse, Tbou lark a-bovethe doud? Thou lark a-bove the cloud? What 



mid the copse, TLou lark a-bove the doud? Thou lark a-bove the cloud? What 

in thine eyes, Such mu - sic on thy tongue? Such mu • sic on thy tongue? There 

summers pass. And care comes on with time. And care comes on with time, Still 
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says thy song, thou joyous thmsh, Up in the walnut tree? 
is suchglo • ry on thy face, What can the meaning be? 
be it ours, in carets despite. To join in cho-rus free, 
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What says Uiy song, thou 
There is suchglo - ry 
Still be it outs, in 
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joy -ous thrush, Up in the walnut tree? What says thy song? What says thy song? 
on thy face, What can the meaning be? O maid - en fair! O maid - en fair! 
care's despite. To join in cho-rus free. The hap - py words, The hap • py words! 
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ay love, I love my love, because Tknow my love loves me;" "I 
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love my love, I love my love, be - cause I know my love loves me!" 
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The number of musicians who found employment on 
the day of the recent anniversary of the Declaration of 
Independence ( 1887 ), no doubt exceeded the number 
of soldiers in the Revolutionary armies who fought for 
and won independence. What a striking contrast does 
this present to the celebration of the first anniversary 
of the declaration, which took place in Philadelphia 
by order of the Congress July 4, 1777. At that time 
military bands were very scarce in this country, out- 
side the British army lines. Among those in the Brit- 
ish army was a German band, attached to the Hessian 



troops under General Rahl, which were stationed at 
Trenton in the winter of 1776. General Washington^ 
no doubt, felt the need of a good military band, and 
the night after Christmas, in 1776, crossed the ice irk 
the Delaware river and marched nine miles through 
the freezing sleet to Trenton, where he gathered in 
not only General Rahl and all his Hessian troops, but 
the brigade band as well, which was a nice Christmas 
present to Congress for the celebration of the first anni- 
versary of the Declaration of Independence. The 
Hessian band of musicians, so the chronicles say, was 



RIPE ARE THE APPLES 

4^ 



Mary Hbrbbrt. 
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1. Ripe are the ap -pies, round, rosy and red; Rich is the fruit tho' the summer hath fled ; 

2. Song-birds are silent, there*s hardly a sound, Tho' insect life lingers abroad o*er the ground ; 

3. Each of the seasons doth bring its own store Of joy to good children, perhaps something more ; Per- 
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Gold - en the pip-pins that hang on the tree — Come pick the ripe ap- pies, my darling, with me. 
Here peeps a flow- er from out the rank grass To give us a welcome, you know, as we pass, 
haps we grow ym - er as time swiftly flies. And things gain new meaning each month in our eyes. Then 
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Rus • set and crim-son, and gold-en and brown. Sad pretty leaves they come fluttering down, The 
Gone are the swallows — ^how swiftly they fly ! Why should they linger thro' winter to die ? They 
gath - er the ap-ples, round, ros-y and red, For sweet is the finit tho' the summer is fled, And 
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sun shines out brightly, and sheds a warm glow, Wliile thro' the trees now doth the autumn wind blow. 

re - vel in sunshine, in warmth and in light, I can- not but think that the swallows are right 

gath-er in wis - dom as time pass-es l^, For childhood and youth both sojrapid • ly fly. 
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the principal feature of the pageant that took place in 
Philadelphia on July 4, 1777. These same musicians 
afterwards did good service in providing inspiration 
for patriotic celebrations, and they became very good 
American citizens after the war. — American Musician. 
I HAVE looked into quiet " parlors" where the car- 
pet IS clean and not old, and the furniture polished 
and bright ; into " rooms " where the chairs are neat 
and the floor carpetless; into "kitchens" where the 
family live and the meals are cooked and eaten, and 
the boys and girls are as blithe as the sparrows in the 



thatch overhead. Not so much wealth and learning,, 
nor clothing, nor servants, nor toil, nor idleness, nor 
town, nor country, nor station, as tone and temper that 
render homes happy or wretched. And I see, too, 
that in town or country, good sense and God's grace 
make life what no teachers, or accomplishments, or 
means, or society, can make it, the opening stave of 
an everlasting psalm, the fair beginning of an endless 
existence, the goodly, modest, well-proportioned ves- 
tibule to a temple of God's building that shall never 
decay, wax old, nor vanish away. — Dr, John Hall* 
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HbNKY DlBLMAN. 

Rbv. John McCaffrey. 



i 



CHRISTMAS HYMN. 

Meiestoso con spirito. , ^ ^ ^,^ ^^ 1^^^ 



I. With 



Vith. glo - ly lit the mid • night air Re - veale^ bright an • gels 

2. Then sweet - ly spoke ih' an - gel - ic voice : *' Fear not ; let Heaven and 

3. The choirs of Heaven still bless the mom, When Gpd through love for 
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hover - ing there, In fear beheld the raptured swains When rose the Heaven-inspired strains. 

earth re-joice; The Child, in Bethlehem's crib that lies, Is God, descended from the skies." 

man was bom, That God we humbly bow be - fore, And praise with angels and a • dore. 
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Glo - ly, glo - ly, glo - ry to God, and peace to earth, and peace to 



ft*\f r? \ f*f\% 



^ 



^ 



1 — I- 



■j^- 



iifiMuiJ:tfj i 4Pf^^^^ ^^j -j^j i j i i 



r—r '' — '^ 

earth, Made glo - ri-ous by the Sav - tour's birth, by the Sav - tour's birth 
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And peace to earth. 




Glo - ry to God, glo - ry to God, And peace 



to earth, 
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Made slorious by the Sav -iour's birth. 
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earth, Made glo - rious by the Sav - iour's birth, by the Sav - iour*s birth. 
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OH! THE SAILOR SHALL SING. 

[LA PALOMA.] 



[LA PALOMA.] . YRADniR. 



1. I think of the mom when I sailed away from thee. And said, "Oh,prayforme, 

2. Ni • na, when to shore returning, thy smile I see, — My love for that time is 

3. Once more on the shore we're landing, all sadness flown, Ah! there is m y moth-er 



irw,ijipp ffptf' i ggpg'Fif i »^ i fntf^y^ i 



If '\'U^'> ,f i jJ j%ujiJ7J^i^-'rN-^ 



darling, pray thou for me! 
yearning to comfort thee,— 
standing, — but why a - lone? 



I longed once more to see Nina's sweet face and 
Ah ! then will I seek nev - er more old o • cean's 
Why does she with sor- row heed me, and not re • 
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true. She sighed and she wept, when we said our sad a • dieu. " Nina," said I, " if 

breast. And ne'er from my darling sever, earth's dear-est, best. Why not to-mor- 

ply ? Why to this lone spot thus l ead me with bit • ter sigh ? There, in the churchyard 

t 
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nev-er a - gain we meet, 
row our wedding day be ; 
lonely, a grave I see; 



There shall a dove with white wings fly thee to greet, 
I've come to thee, love, from far o • ver the sea, 
" Ni - naj th at pure dove fly - ing was thee, was thee ! — 
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O- pen wide then thy window, for it shall be 
Happy our hearts and light, no more we'll re - pine, 
" Sail-or boy, wake from sleeping, no long - er weep, 



From heav'n a - hove my 
When the pearl of the 
You were the first watch - 
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soul is come back to thee, 
islands at last shall be mine, 
keeping, and fell a - sleep!" 



Oh, the sail-or shall sing O'er the waves as they wing, When the 
Oh, the sail-or shall sing 0*er the waves as they wing. When the 
Oh, the sail -orsh all sing O'er the waves as they wing,When the 
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breez-es are swaying And playing. But yet no ech - o bring, O'er the wave sas they wing, 
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the gay sail-or shall sing, When the breezes are swaying and playing. But yet no echo bring. 






THOU ART MY ROSE, 

Andantino. N 



Sbrbnadb. 
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1. Hark! as the twilight pale Ten-der-ly glows, Hark! how the nightingale Wakes from repose; 

2. Here, where the fountain tide Murmuring flows. Airs from the mountain side Fan thy re - pose ; 

3. Sweeter the strains he weaves, Fainter it flows. Now as her balmy leaves Blushing -ly close. 
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Only when, sparkling high, Stars fill the darkling sky, Un - to the nightingale Lis - tens the rose. 
Eyes of thine, glistening. Look on me, lis - toning, I am thy nightingale. Thou art my rose. 
Bet- ter than minstrelsy, Lips that blush kissingly; Silence thy nightingale, — Kiss me, my rose. 
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It is singular from how very early a date music took 
a great position. In the account of the origin of man- 
kind, as given us in the book of Genesis, we find 
society separated into three great divisions : Agricul- 
turists, " those who dwell in tents and have cattle ; " 
manufacturers, "artificers in brass and iron;" mu- 
sicians, "such as handle the harp and organ,'' i.e., 
strings and wind. Music is put on a level with such 
essential pursuits as agriculture and manufactures. 
And this equal share in the economy of the world 
music has maintained; but belonging, as it does, to 
the inmost part of man's nature, its presence is often 
overlooked, and we are as unconscious of it as we are 
of the air we breathe, the speech we utter, the natural 
motion of our muscles, or the beating of our hearts. 



It is co-extensive with human life. From the soft 
lullaby of the mother that soothes our cradle-life to the 
dii^e that is sung over the grave, music enters ii/to our 
existence. It marks periods and epochs of our life, 
stimulates our exertions, strengthens our faith, speaks 
both words of peace and of war, and exercises over us 
a charm and indefinite power which we can all feel, 
but which we can never explain. — Arthur Sullivan. 
In a concert of several voices, the voices t>eing of 
nearly equal intensity regarded merely as organic im- 
pressions on the auditory nerve, we select one, and, at 
will, we lift it out and disjoin it from the general volume 
of sound ; we shut off the other voices — ^five, ten or 
more, — and follow this one alone. When we have done 
so for a time, we freely cast it off and take up another. 



TIPPECANOE AND TYLER TOO. 



A. C. Ross. 



I. Oh! what has caused this great com-mo-tion, -mo-tion, -mo-tion. Our coun - try 



what has caused this great com-mo-tion, -mo-tion, -mo-tion. Our coun - try 

2. Like the working of might - y wa-ters, wa-ters, wa-ters, On it will 

3. The Bay State boys turned out in thousands, thousands, thousands, Not long a- 

4. Now you hear the Van - jacks talking, talking, talk • ing, Things look quite 
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through? It b the ball that'! 
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through? It is the ball that's rolling on, For Tip-pe - ca- noe and Ty - ler too, For 

go ; And in its course will clear the way For Tip - pe - ca - noe and Ty - ler too, For 

go. And at Hunker Hill, they set their seals For Tip-pe -ca- noe and Ty - ler too, For 

blue, For all the world seems turning round For Tip-pe - ca- noe and Ty - ler too. For 
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Tip - pe - ca - noe and Ty - ler too. And with them we'll beat lit - tie Van, Van, 



i 






U U U 



r 



I,t!U-=r-J- 



=1* 



s 



^^ 



^^ 



ax* 



* 



~w — »~^- — i — ? — 9 ^ 

Van, Van, oh! he's a used up man! And with them we'll beat lit - tie Van. 
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5. Let them talk about hard cider, dder, cider, 

And Log Cabins too, 
It will only help to speed the ball, 

For Tippecanoe and Tyler too, etc. 

6. His lalch-string hangs outside the door, door, 

And never is pulled in, [door, 

For it always was the custom of 

Old Tippecanoe and Tyler too, etc. 



7. See the spoilsmen and leg treasurers, treasurers. 

All in a stew, [treasurers. 

For well they know they stand no chance 

With Tippecanoe and Tyler too, etc. 

8. Little Matty's days are numbered, numbered. 

And out he must go, [numbered. 

For in his place we'll put the good 

Old Tippecanoe and Tyler too, etc. 



FRANKLIN SQUARE SONG COLLECTION. 

Wi JAMIE O'ER THE SEA. 



87 




AndanU quasi eUUgrUto. ' | 

1. Oh! sing from thy spray Thy 

2. But why should I sigh? The 
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wild notes so gay, Pret -ty warb-ler, oh, 
sum - mer is nigh. And the birds sing a - 
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sing from the tree; 
gain from the tree; 



Oft beneath thy ro • sy bower I've met at twilight 
With all na - ture in tune, The soft breezes 
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hour My Ja - mie that's far o'er the sea. Be - side yon myrtle boughs We 



soon Shall waft him a - gain from the sea. 
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Thou bright star of night, Oh, 
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gaveourmutual vows, From sorrow our hearts then were free; All pleasure now is gone. While I 
guide him aright. From danger my Jamie keep free; Now of wealth I've a store, He shall 
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mur-mur alone, "My Ja - mie' is fiur o'er the sea, 

wander no more. Ne'er a - gain shall he sail o'er the sea, 



Far o'er the 
Sail o'er the 
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sea. Far o'er the sea. My Ja - mie is far o'er the sea." 

sea. Sail o'er the sea. Ne'er a - gain shall he sail o'er the sea. 
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TIMOTHY'S WELCOME. 



Trbo. Makzials. 
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1. There's Timo • thy left the wain, D*ye hear him adown the lane, D'ye hear him singing, my 

2. He's now at the hedge be - low, Where such pretty ro- ses blow; He's stopping his song and he*s 

3. Bui ba - by must find some day That all is not dance and play. But bread must be won and the 
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min - i - kin mannie, So glad to be with ye a- gain? He's down by the orchard close, To 

pulling the bough, And its all for ba - by, I know. He's now at the orchard stile, I 

hard work done, And that terri • ble rent to pay. For life is not all of flowers. And 

N N ]^ i. K 



rtU • •' • U» • tan - - ao» 



r* J ,vj ^ i '^^^^Ulm Jj j ^J^j ^ 



bring us the first dog - rose. And that one little name, that dear pet name, That only our Timothy 
almost can catch his smile, His heart and my heart they go pat, pat, pat, Tho' apart for a thousand 
oh, it has wea • ry hours. But what does it matter if Tim comes home To this dear little baby of 
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my honey, F6r Tim - o - thy's left the 
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knows; And it's oh, my hon - ey, and sing, my honey, F6r Tim - o - thy's left the 
mile. And it's oh, my hon - ey, and sing, my honey. For Tim -o- thy's left the 
ours. And it's oh, my hon - ey, and sing, my honey. To welcome him home from the 
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wain. And crow, my hon- ey, and spring, my hon- ey, To welcome him home a- 
wain. And clap lit - tie hands till they ring, myhon-ey, To welcome him home a- 
wain. And put lit - tie arms 'round his neck, my hon - ey. For Tim - o - thy's with us a - 
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gain. gain. Ay, Tim- o- thy's with us a -gain, Ay, Tim - o - thy's with us a - gain. 




* If the higher venion be used these two bars may be omitted. 
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I LOVE TO SING. 

Vivace. \ \ 



1. I love to sing, I love to sing, But why I can - not tell ; rm 

2. I love to sing, no matter where, By stream or grove or sea; Some 



love to sing, I 
love to sing, no 



love to sing, But why 
matter where, By stream 

.-r-r- 



sea ; Some 
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not a bird with a-gilewing, Nor sing I half so well; But yet, when -e'er I 
mys-tic mu - sic fills the air, And sets my spir - it free; I hear the voi-ces 
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hear a bird Pour forth its cheer -ful lay; My bosom by the song is stirred, I 
of the waves, And fan - cy then pro - longs The mu-sic of the hills and caves. The 
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long to be as gay. I watch the merry sprite take wing, I join with his my 
grand an - ces - tral songs. I hear the harp, upon whose strings The wand'ring breez • es 
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lav. And so I sincr. And so I sin£r. That I mav still be srav : I love to sine. I love to sine.That 



lay. And so I sing, And so I sing, That I may still be gay; I love to sing, I love to sing,That 
play. And so I sing, And so I sing. That I may still be gay; I love to sing, I love to sing,That 

j: 
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I may still be gay; I love to sing, I love to sing. That I may still be gay. 
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The campaign song most famous in the history of 
our presidential contests in the United States during the 
past hundred years is without doubt, " Tippecanoe and 
Tyler too." Everybody is familiar with its title, but 
probably not one in a thousand has ever seen the air to 
which it was sung, or heard the song itself, and we give 
it place here as matter of more or less national interest. 
It was written by A. C. Ross of Zanesville, Ohio. In 
one of a series of articles on " The Boys of 1825," which 
was published m the Zanesville Courier oi]\iiiQ 7, 1873, 
Judge Sherwood of Zanesville gives the following as to 
Its origin : — ^The great political storm that swept over 
the coimtry in 1840, was one of the most remarkable 
events ever known in the history of our government. 
The Whig campaign, which carried Harrison, the hero 
of Tippecanoe, and Tyler into the presidential chair, 



began as early as February. Business generally was at 
a stand-still ; the currency was in such a confused state 
that specie to pay postage was almost beyond reach; 
banks had been in a state of suspension for a long time; 
mechanics and laboring men were out of employment 
or working for less than a dollar a day, payable in "orders 
on the store"; market money could be obtained with 
difficulty, and thmgs generally had reached so low an 
ebb as to make any change seem desirable. As the 
Whigs promised " two dollars a day and roast beef" to 
laborers, working men were inclined to trust them. On 
the 22d of February, Colimibus was filled with a mighty 
throng of people. The rain came down in torrents, the 
streets were one vast sheet of mud, but the crowds paid 
no heed to the elements. A fiill-rigged ship on wheels, 
canoes, log-cabins, with inmates feasting 00 com-poDe 



THE NICE YOUNG MAN. 



Arthur Sullivan. 
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i."Con-ceive me, if you can, 

2. A not-to-bc-beaten young man, 

3. A rightly-ambitious young man, 



A most intense young man, An ul-tra-po-et - i-cal. 
An up-to-the-front young man, A clear, comprehensible. 
An afiable, courteous young man, An honest, laight eye 
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^ ^ (2) preach young 

sup-eraesthetical, Out-of-the-way young man." " A common -place young man, A matter-of-fact young 
plain-spoken, sen.sible. Thoroughly brave young man, A look-out-for-others young man, A practice-not- 
that says "I will try ," A sure-to-succeed young man, A nowadays-scarce yonng man, A hard-to-be-found 

[young 
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man, An al - pha-bet-i- cal, ar - ith-met- i - cal, Ev - e - ry day young man." 

man, A kind, sympathet - ic, not allthe-o-ret - ic. One - in -a-thousand young man. 

man, A knighl of true chival - ry, frank in de - liv - er - y, Kind-lhat - 1 - like young man. 
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and hard cider, miniature forts, flags, banners, drums 
and fifes, bands of music, live coons, roosters crowing, 
and shouting men by the ten thousand, made a ^cene 
of attraction, confiision, and excitement such as has 
seldom been equalled. Stands were erected, and ora- 
tors went to work; but the staid party -leaders failed to 
hit the key-note. Itinerant speakers mounted store- 
boxes, and blazed away. It was made known that the 
Cleveland delegation, on their route to the city, had 
had the wheels stolen from some of their wagons, and 
were compelled to continue their journey on foot. One 
of these enforced foot-passengers was something of a 
poet, and wrote a song descriptive of " up Salt River," 
which was encored over and over again. On the spur 
of the moment, many songs were written and sung, the 
pent-up enthusiasm had found vent ; but the song of 



the campaign had not yet appeared. On the return of 
our delegation, a Tippecanoe club was formed, and a 
glee club was organized, of whom Ross was one. The 
club meetings were opened and closed with singing 
by the glee club. Billy McKiblx)n wrote " Amos ped- 
dling yokes," to be sung to the tune of ** Yip, fal, lal," 
which proved very popmlar; he also composed •* Hard 
Times," and "Martin's Lament." This latter song 
was well received, but there seemed something lacking. 
The wild outburst of feeling demanded by the meetings 
had not yet been provided for. Tom Launder suggested 
to Ross a tune that would furnish a chorus just adapted 
for the meetings. Ross seized upon the suggestion, 
and on the succeeding Sunday, while he was singing 
as a member of a church choir, his head was full of this 
air and efforts to make a song fitting the time and the 
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dicomstances. Oblivious to all else he had, before the 
sennon was finished, blocked out the song of " Tippe- 
canoe and Tyler too." The line, as originally composed 
by him, of " Van, Van, you're a nice little man," did 
not suit him, and when Saturday night came round he 
was cudgelling his brains to amend it. He was absent 
from the meeting, and was sent for. He came, and 
infomied the glee club that he had a new song to sing, 
bat that there was one line in it he did not Tike, and 
that his dehiy was occasioned by the desire to correct it. 
'' Let me hear the line," said Culbertson. Ross repeated 
it to him. " Make it — ^Van*s a used-up man I " said he, 
—and there and then the song was completed. The 
meeting in the Court House was a monster and the 
old Senate Chamber was crowded to hear McKibbon's 
new song " Martin's Lament," which was loudly ap- 



plauded and encored. When the first speech was orer, 
Ross led off with " Tippecanoe and Tyler too," having 
furnished each member of the glee club with the chorus. 
That was the song at last. Cheers, yells, and encores 
greeted it. The next day, men and boys were singing 
Uie chorus in the street, in the work-shops, and at the 
table. Olcot White came near to starting a hymn to 
the tune in the radical church on South street. What 
the Marseilles Hymn was to Frenchmen, " Tippecanoe 
and Tyler too" was to the Whigs of 1840. In Sep- 
tember, Mr. Ross went to New York City to purchase 
goods. He attended a meeting in Lafayette Hall. 
Prentiss of Mississippi, Tallmadge of New York, and 
Otis of Boston were to speak. Ross found the hall full 
of enthusiastic people, and was compelled to stand near 
the entrance. The speakers had not arrived, and several 



THE NICE YOUNG GIRL. 



Arthur Sullivan. 
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1. A prac - ti - cal, plain young girl ; Not-afraid-of • the - rain young girl ; A po - et - i - cal po • sy, both 

2. A wear-her-own-hair young girl; A free-from-a-stare young girl; Improves ev-'ry hour, no 

3. Not a-reader - of-trash young girl. Not a-cheap-jewel - flash young girl, A qui - et and pure, a 
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rud - dy and ro - sy, A helper-of-self young girl. Al-home-in-her-place young girl ; A good-honest-face young 
sickly sunflower, A wealth-of-rare-sense young girl. With-room-in-her-shoesyounegirl,With-hands-she-can- 
modest, demure, A fit-for-a- wife young girl. A sought-every- where young girl A future-most-fair young 
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girl, A toil-er se - rene, 
girl, Not a bang on her brow, 
girl, An ever - dis - creet, 



a life pure and clean, A princess -of- peace young girl, 
to fraud not a bow, A just-what-she-seems young girl, 
we too seldom meet, This queen-among-queens young girl. 



^ 



F^f i FFFFTH^^^^ i Egeffi^-tfl 



songs were sung to keep the crowd together. The stock 
of songs was soon exhausted, and the diairman (Charley 
Delavan, I think ) arose and requested any one present 
who could sing, to come forward and do so. Ross said, 
** If I could get on the stand, I would sing a song." He 
hardly had Ae words out, before he found himself pass- 
ing rapidly over the heads of the crowd, to be landed 
at length on the platform. Questions of " Who are 
you?" "What's yout name?" came fix)m every hand. 
"I am a Buckeye from the Buckeye State," was the 
answer. "Three cheers for the Buckeye State!" cried 
ont the president, and they were given with a will. Ross 
requested the meeting to keep quiet until he had sung 
three or four verses, and it did. But the enthusiasm 
swelled up to an uncontrollable pitch, and at last the 
whole meeting joined in the chorus, with a vim and vigor 



indescribable. The song was encored and sung again 
and again, but the same verses were not repeated, as he 
had many in mind, and could make them to suit the 
occasion. While he was singing in response to the 
third encore, the speakers Otis and Tallmadge arrived, 
and Ross, taking in " the situation," improvised : 

" We'll now stop singing, for Tallmadge is here, here, here. 
And Otis too. 
We'll have a speech from each of them. 

For Tippecanoe and^Tyler too, etc." 

He took his seat amid thundering applause, and three 
times three for the Buckeye State. After the meeting 
was over, the crowds in the streets, in the saloons, 
everywhere, were singing " Tippecanoe and Tyler too." 
It traversed the Union, was caught up everywhere, and 
was the popular song of that song-singing campaign. 
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From the harp to the banjo is a long distance — 
some people would say a great descent. This instru- 
ment, long associated, in the minds of most people, 
with minstrel shows and negro songs and dances, 
sprang suddenly into popularity a few years ago. Music 
lovers may be said to be divided into two parties, those 
who love the banjo and those who hate it : the latter 
holding always that the banjo's popularity is due more 
to the fact that it can be easily learned than to anjrthing 
else. But something more than clog dances and comic 



songs can be played upon it. There is a continued 
demand for banjos, the American being most in favor. 
The origin of the banjo is obscure. It is generally 
described as "an African instrument," and possibly 
the first was brought from Africa by the negroes. But 
not long ago a gentleman who has made special re- 
searches regarding its history decided that there is do 
reason for its being considered exclusively an African 
instrument; he found that in many parts of the South 
the banjo was unknown among the negroes. — Men, 



OH, DEAREST MAE. 



L.V. Crosby. 
Fkancis Lynch. 
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1. Now, darkies, lis -ten to 'me, a sto-.ry Til reflate; It happened in a valley in de 

2. Old Massa gib me hoi -iday, an' say he'd gib me more; I tank him ber-ry kindly as I 

3. On de banks o' dat bright rib-ber, de trees dey Imng so low ; De coon among de branches play, de 

4. Be- neath the shady oak tree we sat for many an hour. As happy as debummin' -bird dat 
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old Car^-li - na State; Way down in de 
shove my boat from shore ; So down de stream I 
mink he keep be - low ; Oh, dar is de lo 
flies a - bout de flow'r; But oh, dear Mae, I 



meadow, 'twas dar I mowed de hay, I 

glided, wid heart so light and free, To de 

- cation, an' Mae she look so sweet. Her 

left her, she cried when we did part, I 
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al - ways work de harder when I tink o' lub - ly Mae. 

cot - tage ob my lubly Mae, I'd longed so much to see. 

eyes dey sparkle like de stars, De stars we lub to greet, 

bid sweet Mae a long farewell, An' back for home did start. 



Oh, dear - est Mae, you're 

Oh, dear - est Mae, you're 

Oh, dear - est Mae, you're 

Oh, dear - est Mae, you're 
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lub - ly as de day. Your eyes so bright, dey shine at night. When de moon am gone away. 
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Every one interested in the progress of music must 
rejoice at the rapid developement of its resources and 
the general spread of its pleasures among the people. 
We are largely a commercial nation, and it is delightful 
to see that in our greater wealth and prosperity, rational 
amusements, and more especially the enjoyment of 
music, go on increasing step by step with our more 
business-like occupations. These must exercise a hu- 
manizing and refining influence on the habits and man- 
ners of the people, and they should, therefore, be 



patronized and encouraged by all those whose means 
are large and the influence of whose example is far- 
reaching. There can be no doubt that the tendency of 
all this is for good, and that those whose leisure hours are 
devoted to the practice and study of music will be richly 
benefited in all those qualities that combine to make 
the good citizen and the estimable friend. — Pearte. 

It is even possible for a person whose hearing is very 
defective from disease to have a better ear for musictd 
sounds than another who is not at all deaf.— /^arv^rjt 
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"CLAUDINE." 



T. L. MoLLOT. 
Robert Rbbcb. 
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^^ ^ ^ eyes, Lids that fall and rise, FUled with shy surprise, That's my love, Claudine I 

2. Round and slender waist, Arms so dainty traced, Hair of sunbeams laced, That's my love, Claudine t 

3. Ti - ny, ti - ny feet, Voice so dear, so sweet. Hands so white and neat. That's my love, Claudine ! 



AndanU. 
I. Loving, 
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Blush - es all a -- glow. While I whis - per low, Quick to come, to come and go, 
Lips of crim-son hue. Warm as sum-mer dew; Heart so kind, so kind and true. 
Brow of pur - est snow. If a maid you know, Fair and ten • der, lov - ing so. 
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That's my love, Claudine! Fair and ten- der, lov -ing so, That's my love, Claudine 1 
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SPINNING SONG, 

AUn:rHto. 
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Carl Rbxnbcks. 



1. Spin, maid -en, spin! Be hap- py thoughts within; Rare thy clust'ring, golden hair, 

2. Sing, maid -en, sing! Be gocKl in ev - 'ry • thing I Let thy spinning mer-ry be, 

1. Spinn,Mftgdlein,spinn! So wach - sen dir die Sinn', Wach-sen dir die gel-benHaar, 

2. Sing, Mftgdlein, sing! Und sei fein gu-ter Ding! Fang dein Spinnen lu - stig an. 
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Years make thee both wise and fair ! Spin, maid - en, spin. Spin, maid - en, spin. 

End in hap • pi - ness for thee ! Sing, maid - en, sing, Sing, maid • en, sing. 

Kom • men dir die klu - gen Jahr', Spinn, Mftgdlein, spinn, Spinn, Mftgdlein, spinn. 

Mach ein from • mes £n - de dran, Sing, Mftgdlein, sing, ^ing, Mftgdlein, sing. 



birrr^M^ Jp i F rf i p ''IF P^ i 



94 



FRANKLIN SQUARE SONG COLLECTION. 



Chimes are bells, or the sound of bells. If the 
bells are of different sizes and thicknesses, they may 
be so selected as to give out all the sounds of a musical 
scale, diatonic or chromatic, as the case may be, and 
the mechanism which works the hammers may be the 
same as that which belongs to a clock, or distinct or 
separate from it. There may be a row of keys like 
those of a piano forte, the front end of each of these 
being pressed upon by the finger, and the inner end 
acting upon a lever or string which works the hammer 
of the bell. A player may thus sit down in front of 
the key-board and play such tunes as the range of 
tones in the bells permits. Still simpler, men may 
stand in front of the row of bells and strike upon them 
with iron or wooden hammers or they may pull ropes 
which act upon the hammers, the latter being pivoted 
St one end, or they may set the bells themselves swing- 



ing by pulling ropes and causing the iron clapper inside 
each bell to strike a blow at each swing. Bell ringing 
in the outset is by no means an easy occupation, and a 
great deal of perseverance is necessary in order to 
become a proficient in the art— for art it must be termed. 
After acquiring the sleight of hand requisite to ring a 
bell in rounds, a fair amount of practice is also essen- 
tial to obtain the quickness of eye, which is termed 
"rope sight,*' to work among the other ropes in changes. 
While the hands and eyes are busily employed, the 
ringer must also listen to ascertain whether the swing 
of the bell is so regulated that it strikes at a proper 
interval after the one immediately preceding it. In 
ringing eight bells the eight sounds are produced in 
about two seconds, and a quarter of a second elapses 
between the sounds of the consecutive bells. The 
hands, eyes and ears, therefore, must be in constant 



CHILDREN'S HOSANNA. 
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1. When His sal- va- tion bring - ing, To Zi - on Je - sos came. The chil - dren all stood 

2. And since the Lord re - tain - eth His love for cnildren still — Tho' now as King he 

3. For should we fail pro -claim- ing Our great Redeemer's praise, The stones, our si-Tence 
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sing - ing Ho - san - nas to His name. Nor did their zeal of - fend Him, But 
reign -eth On Zi - on's heav'n - ly hill. We'll flock around His ban • ner, Who 
sham - ing Might well Ho - san • nas raise. But .shall we on - ly ren - der The 
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as He rode a - long. He let them still at -tend Him, And smiled to hear their sox^. 
sits up - on the throne. And cry a - loud. Ho - san • na I To Dav-id's roy - al Son! 
trib • ute of our words ? No ! while our hearts are ten - der, They too shall be the Lord's. 
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unison during the change ringing, but this is not so 
great a necessity in the chiming of tunes. To ring 5000 
changes is considered a feat, and is called a "peal," 
any lesser number being a "touch." The subject of 
*' change " ringing has had its literary enthusiasts, and 
many books have been written about it. Rev. Alfi^d 
Galty thus decribes the rin^ng of a peal of eight bells : 
" Watch the wild sommersaults performed at intervals 
by every bell in the peal. For a moment the bell rubs 
against the slur-bar, turned completely upward; the 
next moment it swings down, and is immediately turned 
up again on the other side, the clapper striking as it 
ascends. Poor fellows ! see how they whirl upon their 
axles! The gazer almost sickens as he watches their 
extraordinary evolutions and tossings, but the ringer's 
heart is merciless; and when you look at the worried 



bell as at a thing of life, and almost expect it to drop 
motionless and dead on the stocks, a * canon ' is sud- 
denly struck on all of the eight bells at once, as if to 
rouse them afresh for the course of seemingly intcrmin* 
able changes which immediately follow. Henceforth 
the bells appear to roll about in most frantic disorder." 

The ear ranks as the most intellectual of our senses 
after the eye, while as a power of moving our emotional 
nature, and calling forth our activities, it is superior 
even to that. To the majority of mankind music is a 
greater source of enjoyment than a scene or a picture. 
The ear is the organ by which man listens to the voice 
of his fellow-man, and the wail of anguish, the cry of 
pity, the word of exhortation, find an entrance here to 
his inmost soul, moving him, it may be, to deeds of the 
greatest self-denial or of the utmost heroism. — Kay. 
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NEVER ALONE. 



Fkrd. Silchbr. 
KossiTBR W. Raymond, by per. 




Far out on the des - o - late bil - low, The sail - or saik the sea ; Alone with the night and the 

Far down in the earth's dark bosom, The min - er mines the ore ; Death lurks in the dark be • 

Forth in -to the dread -ful bat -tie The steadfast sol - dier goes; No kiss when he lies a- 

Lord, grant as we sail life's ocean. Or delve in its mines of woe; Or %ht in its ter-ri-ble 
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temp • est, Where countless dan • gers be; 
hind him. And hides in the rock be - fore; 
dy - ing No hand, his eyes to close; 
con - flict. This com - fort all to know. 



Yet nev-er a -lone is the Christian, Who 

Yet nev-er a -lone is the Christian, Who 

Yet nev-er a -lone is. the Christian, Who 

That nev-er a -lone is the Christian, Who 
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lives by faith and prayer; For God is a friend un - fail - ing. And God is ev • 'ry • where. 
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JESUS IS MINE. 



T. E. Prxkims. 

HORATTUS BOMAK. 



P^J\U,y\i.iMj' \ i-^i \ ^mJ^»'^ 



*»ft 



Tef$iierfy. 

X. Fade, fade each earthly joy, Je - sns is mine! Break ev-'ry ten-der ' tie, 



2. Tempt not my soul 

3. Farewell, mortal 



thly joy, Je - 
away, Je - 
i - ty, Je - 



sus is mine! Here would I ev-er stay, 
sus is mine! Welcome, e • ter-ni - ty. 



e - sus is minel 
.e - sus is mine! 
e • sus is minel 



kiiF-Fb i r ^ff :||ifH^F i FXFfiftrH 



Jj1J»"J^lffg l ^Jj:M-^J | jj^,j|PjJ|^ , | 

Dark is the wilderness, Earth hath no resting place, Je - sus a - lone can bless, je - sus is mine ! 
Per - ish - ing things of clay, Bom but for one brief day. Pass from my heart away, Je • sus is mine ! 
Welcome, O loved and blest, Welcome, sweet scenes of rest, Welcome, my Savior's breast, Jesus is mine I 
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It is stated on what seems very good authority that 
stringed instruments were unknown among the Amer- 
ican Indians and among the ancient Mexicans. The 
mandolin, which was introduced here by the Tipaldis a 
few years ago, has taken firm hold upon the affections 
of music-loving people of some localities, and many 
amateur clubs have been formed for the purpose of 
becoming efficient performers on this beautiful little 
instrument. Many people regard it as a very inferior 
instrument, but Beethoven did not think it beneath 
him to compose music for it. Only two varieties of 
mandolins have as yet been brought to this country, 



the Milanese and the Neapolitan, having eight strings, 
although they are also made in Germany. The strings 
are of wire and are twangled with a plectrum, or pick, 
or tortoise shell, and it is said that it is not difficuh to 
learn to play well on this instrument. The guitar 
seems to stand between the wooden sounds of the 
banjo and the tinkling of the mandolin, while its sweet 
sadness suggests more than any other instrument its 
appropriateness as an accompaniment while the voice 
sings love songs. The mandolin "craze" is regarded 
as a passing fancy, but the demand for guitars is con- 
stant and steady, and to-day, as it was nearly fifty years 



THE MANDOLIN SONG. 



Spamish. 
' Mandolimata." 



I. O I'm a hap- py crea-ture, Merry from mom till night; I love a gay and 



I'm a hap- py crea-ture, Merry from mom till night; I love a gay and 

2. Tho' cloudy be tne mom-ing, Sunny may be the noon; But mu • sic ne'er can 

3. I wish there were no fight -ing, Never a speck of war, That weak and strong could 
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joy-ousday. And song is my de • light: The world is all be -fore me, Nev-er a care I 
charm the ear. If strings be out of tune. Then sing in cheerful measure, Mer-ri-ly all the 
right all wrong Without a wound or scar; I wish there were no sor-row, Nev- er a cause of 
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know, Tlien why should I despond or sigh. When pleasures freely flow ? O sing in cheerful measure, 
day; And with a smile for -get awhile Your sorrows while you may. O sing in cheerful measure, 
woe, If on - ly men could all agree. How glad the days would go ! O sing in cheerful measurs, 
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Mer-ri - ly all the day. And with a smile for - get awhile Your sorrows while you may. 
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ago, the best instruction book is that written by Carulli. 
Another excellent one is by Carcassi, these two being 
the best published. The zither is fast becoming a 
dangerous rival to the above-named stringed instru- 
ments. Not so difficult as the harp, perhaps, but more 
difficult to play well than the banjo, mandolin, or 
guitar, the zither is so delightful when well played 
that the performer feels more than repaid for the time 
spent in practicing. This instrument was formerly 
supposed to have been invented by the ancient Greeks, 
bat it is now generally conceded that it originated in 
the Tyrolese Alps or else in Southern Germany, 



where it is very common. The name cithara, has been 
applied to several stringed instruments of various forms, 
and was known as early as the ninth century in Ger- 
many. In its present form it is shaped not unlike a 
harp, has from thirty-one to forty-four strings, and, 
being laid on a propo-ly-constructed table, is played 
with both hands, a shield being worn on the thumb 
of the right hand. The zither embraces almost six 
octaves, and consequently is nearly equal to the piano 
in scope. The instrument which has forty-four strings 
is generally preferred by professional plajrers, while 
amateurs use those having a less number. — KarlMert, 
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Moderate. 
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AucB Hawtbornb. 




1. Tm dreaming now of Hal -lie, sweet Hal- lie, sweet Hal -lie, Fm dreaming now 6T 

2. Ah! well I yet re - mem-ber, re - mem-ber, re - mem-ber. Ah! well I vet re- 

3. When the charms of spring awaken, a - wak - en, a - waken. When the charms of spring a- 
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Hal - lie. For the thought of her is one that nev - er dies ; She's sleep - mg in the 

mem-ber, When we gathered in the cot -ton side by side; 'Twas in the mild Sep - 

wak - en. And the mocking bird is sing - ing on the bough, I feel like one for - 
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val - ley, the val - ley, the val - ley. She's sleeping in the val - ley. And the 
tem-ber, Sep - tem-ber, Sep • tem-ber, 'TwaB in the mild Sep - tern • ber, And the 
sak - en, for - sak - en, for - sak - en, I feel like one for - sak - en. Since my 



b"?r^/ I ff iff i trff/ i ffpf i F^ ^ 



* 



P=» 



N N 



Chorut. 



^^ 



Ht-im 



^—m 



m 



w-w 



mocking bird is singing where she lies. Listen to the mocking bird. Listen to the 

mocking bird was singing far and wide. Listen to the mocking bird, Listen to the 

Hal - lie is no longer with me now. Listen to the mocking bird. Listen to the 
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mock -ing bird. The mock -ing bird still sing -ing o'er her grave; Lis -ten to the 
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mocking bird, Listen to the mocking bird. Still singing where the weeping willows wave. 
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By pennbsion Oliver Ditson ft Co. Copyright reentered 1883 by the composer, Scpdmua WiniMr. 
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Hymns are the exponents of the mmost piety of the 
Church. They are aystalline tears, or blossoms of joy, 
or holy prayers, or incarnated raptures. They are the 
jewels which the church has worn, the precious stones 
formed into amulets, more potent against sorrow and 
sadness than the most famous charms of wizard and 
magician, and he who knows the way that hymns 



flowed knows where the blood of piety ran. I do not 
know of any steps now left on earth by which one may 
so soon rise aboVe trouble or weariness as the verses 
and music of a hymn; and if the angels that Jacob 
saw sang when they appeared, then I know that the 
ladder he beheld was but the scale of divine music 
let down from Heaven to the earth. — II, W. Beecher. 



FAIR LUNA. 



X. Fair Luna forth is shed • ding Her beams upon the sea, 
a. The nightingale is sing • ing Her plaintive ev'ning song. 



1. Fair Luna forth is shedding Her beams upon the sea, the sea, And spreading silv'ry 

2. The nightingale is singing, Her plaintive ev'ning song, her song, Whose warblii^ now come 
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. lustre O'er mountain, grove, and lea, O'er mountain, grove, and lea ; Then come, let us be straying, 
winging The gentle breeze a - long, The gen • tie l^eze a - long; The balmy air is laden WiUi 
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long; 
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O er mounta 
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er mountain, grove, and 
The gentle breeae a 



To hail 
We'U tune 
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il^the Queen of night, Tc 



all around is bright, And breathe out notes of pleasure, To hail^tne i^ueen ot nignt, To 
perfume from the brier, Then with such charms invit - ing,^ We'll tune the golden lyre. We'll 




hail the Queen of night, To hail the Queen of night. Fair Luna forth is .shedding Her beams upon the 
tune the golden lyre. We'll tune the golden lyre. Fair Luna forth is shedding Her beams upon the 
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sea, the sea, And spreading silv'ry lus - tre O'er mountain, grove, and lea, 0*er mountain, grove. 




upon the sea. 
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ANSWERS. 



ModmUo, 



Dora Grbbnwblx.. 
Jacques Blumbnthal. 




1. " Do you think of the days that are gone, Jeannie, As you sit by your fire at night? Do you 

2. "Do you think of the friends that are gone, Jeannie, As you sit by your fire at night? Do you 




wish that the mom might bring back the time. When your heart and your step were light? Do you 
wish they were round you a-gain once more. By the hearth that they made so bright? Do you 



WE 
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wish that the mom might bring back the time, When your heart, your heart and step were light ?" '* I 
wish they were round you again once more, By the hearth, the hearth they made so bright ?'' <* I 



rff'BFFg i pnf^fT i mrt>^ i p.< 



JlrjjJV^Y^tijfj^jiid/j, ^;;?^:^?! 



think of the days that are gone, Robin, And all that I joyed in them, But the fairest that ever a • 
think of the friends that are gone, Robin, They axe dear to my heart as then. But the fairest that ever a - 
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rose on me, I have never wished back again. But. the fair-est that ev-er a - rose on me, I have 
rose on me, I have never wished back again. But the fair-est that ev-er a - rose on me, I have 




nev-er, nev-er, hev - er wished back, wished back a - gain, wished back a - gain.' 
nev-er, nev-er, nev - er wished back, wished back a - gain, wished back a - gain.' 
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Song of the Clarin. — ^Who can describe the song 
of a bird ? Poets and prose writers alike have lavished 
epithets on nightingale and mocking-bird, wood-thrush 
and veery, yet who, till he heard one, could imagine 
what its song was like? Yet I must speak of it. 
Singing was idways a serious matter with my bird; that 
is, he never sang while eating or flying about, interpo- 
lating his exquisite notes between two moulhfuls, or 
dropping them from the air. He always placed himself 
deliberately, and waited for the room to be still, — or 
made it so, as already related. During the first few 
months of hb residence with me, he gave one song of 
perhaps twenty notes, ending in a lovely tremolo. This 
had great variety of arrangement, but it bore unmistak- 
able resemblance to the original theme. It was in 
quality totally unlike any bird-note I ever heard, and 
thrilling in an extraordinary degree, though it was ut- 
tered with the beak nearly closed. I can readily be- 
lieve what Mr. Ober and oUiers assert, that it must have 



a startling effect when poured out freely in his native 
woods. This song alone placed the clarin at the head 
of all songsters that I have heard or heard of. But 
after nearly a year of this, he came out one memorable 
day with an entirely new melody, much more intricate 
and more beautiful, which for some time he reserved 
for very special and particular occasions, still giving the 
former one ordinarily. Some months later, to my amaze- 
ment, he added a third chant, which so resembled that 
of the wood-thrush that if he had been near one I 
should have thought it a remarkable mimicry. He 
delivered this with the exquisite feeling of the native 
bird, even the delicious quivering tone at the end, which 
indeed my bird often repeated in a low tone by itself. 
Sometimes, when the room was very still and he sitting 
on his perch, feathers puffed out, perfectly happy, he 
breathed out this most bewitching tremulous sound 
without opening his beak, — a performance enchanting 
beyond words to express. Tliese themes the clarin 



'TIS MIDNIGHT HOUR 
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1 . 'Tis midnight hour, the moon shines bright. The dew drops blaze beneath her ray. The twinkhng stars their 

2. 'Tis mid - night hour, from flower to flower The wayward zephyr floats along, Or lin - gers in the 
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trembling light like beauty's eyes ms-play. Then sleep no more tho' round thy heart Some 



trembling light like beauty's eves dis-pTay. Then sleep^no more tho' round thy heart Some 
shaded bower To hear the night-bird's song. Then sleep no more tho' round thy heart Some 




ten - der dream may idly play, For midnight song with magic art Shall chase that dream away. 

Grace noUs 9d iimt. 
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constantly varied, and in the three years of his life with 
me I often noted down, in a sort of phonetic way, his 
son^, as he delivered them, and I have six or seven 
that are perfectly distinct and different. He never 
mixed them together, or united them; he rarely sang 
two on the same day. All through, too, there seemed 
so much reserve power that one could not resbt the 
conviction that he could go on and on, and break one's 
heart with his voice, if he chose. The bird's own deep 
feeling was shown by his conduct; the least movement 
in the room shut him up instantly. One could heartily 
say with another bird-lover across the sea, " If he has 
not a soul, who will answer to me for the human soul ?" 
It was reserved for the last weeks of his life for my 
bird to give me the most genuine surprise. One day, 
I sat quietly at my desk. The bird stood on a perch 
very near my head, — so near I could not turn to look 
at him, when, without a moment's hesitation, without 
an InsUnt's preliminary practice, he burst out into a 



glorious, heavenly, perfect song that struck me dumb 
and breathless. Not daring to move hand or foot, yet 
wanting some record of the wonderful aria, I jotted 
down, in the page I was writing, a few of the opening 
notes; I could re-write my page, but I could not bear 
to lose the music. Three times, at intervals of perhaps 
one minute, he uttered the same marvelous song, and 
then I never heard it again. After all, I had not a 
record of it, for though it was deliberate and distinct, 
at every repetition I was spell-bound, and could not 
separate it mto tones. Though I should live to be 
a thousand years old, and visit every country under 
heaven, I am sure I should never hear such a raptur- 
ous burst of song again, — 

" Low and soft as the soothing &U 
Of the fountains of Eden ; sweet as the call 
Of angels over the jasner wall 
That welcomes a soul to heaven." 

Olive Thome Miller, 
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IN SHADOWLAND 



CxitO Piwsun. 






1. She sits alone all thro' the day. And reads or knits her time away, But when the qui - et 

2. There's Nellie with her golden hair. Time cannot make her face less fair! And WiUie's voice is 

3. She thinks they love her still, and wait. As long ago — if she were late — They'd wait and call her 
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crescendo. 
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night is nigh. She folds her work and lays it by. And sees a - gain a -round her stand, Her 
stiU as sweet. As when they two so loved to meet. She hears his step, and clasps his hand, Now 
by her name. Nor were content until she came. And gladly would she join their band, And 
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loved and lost in Shadowland, Her loved and lost, her loved and lost in Shadow -land! In 
once again in Shadowland, Now once again, now once again in Shadow - land ! In 
journey on thro' Shadowland, And journey on, and journey on thro' Shadow - land ! In 
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Shadowland, in Shadowland, She meets them all in Shadow -land, In 
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Sha - dowland, in Shadowland, She meets them all m Sha - dow - land. She 
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f and "znd verses, e molto rail. y^rtmo tempo\ j* -y^d verse. Ientamente. >. 
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meets them all in Sha -dow *- land! 
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meets them all in 



Shadowland ! 
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Nicholas Amati was the greatest artist of this 
deservedly celebrated family of violin makers, and 
many instruments still exist to attest the excellence of 
his workmanship and his knowledge of the proportions 
requisite to produce a fine tone. He also built many 
smiall pattern instruments, but he appears to have 
almost anticipated Stradivarius and succeeded in pro- 
ducing some instruments of the grand pattern which 
possess a very powerful as well as sweet tone, and are 
considered to rival in every respect the famous instru- 
ments of that great master. Some of his violins possess 
a distinguishing mark in a rather abrupt rise in the 
centre. Otto describes it as a << sharp ridge." It is 
not exactly so, but is still quite different from the 
gradual swell on the other Cremona instruments. His 
best violins, which are known by the title of Grand 



Amatis, are those which approximate closely to the 
very best instruments of Stradivarius and of Guar- 
nerius. There can be no doubt, therefore, that in 
these fine specimens of his skill, he had hit upon the 
same principles which afterwards guided these dis- 
tinguished artists in the construction of the violins 
which now command the admiration of violinists 
throughout the world. We have said that the chief 
characteristic of the Amati violin is a sweet but not 
powerful tone. It is necessary to qualify and explain 
this remark. From their excellent construction and 
beautiful wood, which has evidently been selected 
with the greatest care for its resonant quality, and from 
their age and long and careful use, their tone is divested 
of all extraneous properties and has become fine and 
pure. Notwithstanding, therefore, their original small 



BEAUTIFUL MINKA. 



Russian Folksonc. 
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1. Love • ly Min - ka, I must leave thee! Ah,thoukDow'stnotmydeep sor-row, Far o'er joy - less 

2. Bit - ter fate doth from thee sever; True the heart that loves for- ev - er; Fondest wish each 

3. Thee, dear 01 - is, thus be - reft of, Grief must blanch my cheek to pal -lor ; Ev - *ry pleas - ure 

4. Mute, my songs are lost in sadness; Si - lent now I grieve and ponder; Fate be kind, that 
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Far from the 
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moorlands roam-ing. Far from thee so dear, 
breeze shall waft thee O'er the roll - ing main; 
hate - ful grow - ing That comes lur - ing near. 
I may greet thee, Then what joy were mine ! 



Dark and drear the day will greet me, 

Ma - ny moons will run their courses. 

Night and day, a - las ! un - ceas - ing,- 

Fad - ed tho' thy cheek's fair blooming. 
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Onward, onward lone and weary, Lone the hill-top, lone the val-ley. Hear me, Min-ka, hea 



i 



Onward, onward lone and weary, Lone the hill-top, lone the val-ley. Hear me, Min-ka, hear! 
Ere, my love, with arms entwining, We may know the bliss of meeting. Past all grief and pain. 
Sighing plaint my woe declaring, Ev'ry zephyr breathes complaining," Were but 01 -is here! " 
Gone thy beauty past re -calling, Broken, weary, heavy - hearted. Still, mine Ol-is, thine! 



I '^ ^ I ^ * Ol-\t — pronounce o short. 



tone, when fitted with the modem appliances of larger 
bars and higher bridges, some have been found quite 
competent for all purposes. In 1 861, the celebrated 
instrument by Antonius Amati, which was presented 
by George IV to Francois Cramer, was sold by auction, 
and it was stated in the catalog^ue that that great per- 
former always led the " ancient " and other concerts on 
that instrument. The fact, no doubt, is that it is the 
fine and pure quality of tone that tells, arising from 
age, constant use, and superior kinds of woods. They 
seem now to be divested of all extraneous character- 
istics, have l)ecome refined and ethereal, and are, in 
fact, the nightingales of the stringed tribe. That the 
Stradivarius and the Guamerius have equal quality 
combined with more power from their flatter model is 



undoubted, and therefore they are the most valued. It 
is believed that the finest specimen of the skill of Nich- 
olas Amati was owned by Ole Bull. It is of the large 
pattern, and possesses a magnificent tone. — Pearce. 

The piano-forte and the violin are the instruments 
in greatest favor, and they have alike participated in 
the improvements effected through inventive industry 
and enterprise. Almost every description of machinery 
has within the last fifty years beerf greatly improved ; 
and the mechanical construction of the piano-forte and 
other instruments is a prominent illustration of the ad- 
vantages which can be conferred by science upon even 
the luxuries of life. In choosing a violin it is better 
to select one of a flat model, the sides of medium 
height, well proportioned, and with good oil varnish. 
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DOWN THE BURN, DAVIE. 



W. Crawpoko. 
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Modtrato. | m . ^W -m- j III ^^ j 

1. When trees did bud and fields were green, And broom bloomed fair to see; 

2. Now Dav - ie did each lad sur - pass That dwelt on this bum - side; 

3. Her cheeks were ro - sy red and white, Her eyes were bon - nie blue, 

4. As £tte had dealt to him a routh, Straight to the^ kirk he led, 



-JKL 



bi;^p 1; p /-p}^ ^ 



^n^rr- >-^ 



When 
And 
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Ma - ry was just out fifteen, And love laughed in her e'e; Blythe Davie*s blinks her 
Ma • ry was the bonniest lass, Just meet to be a bride. Blythe Davie's blinks her 
locks were like Au • rora bright, Her lips like hon • ey dew. Blythe Davie's blinks her 
plight-ed her his faith and truth, And a bon - nie wife she made, No more a -shamed to 



^g=4s 



t 



^^ 



i 



r r r i rrr'^ ' i^ 



ry^V l f^J.gfe^ l .'-'^ ' U r'^J.JJ l 



heart did move. To speak her mind thus fipee, ** Gang down the bum, Dav - ie, love, 

heart did move, To speak her mind thus free, « Gang down the bum, Dav - ie, love, 

heart did move. To speak her mind thus free, " Gang down the bum, Dav -ie, love, 

own her love, Or speak her niind thus free, " Gang down the bum, Dav - ic, love. 
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Down the bum, Davie, love, Down the burn, Davie, love, And I will follow thee ; Down the bum, Davie, love. 



Ui^^^M^mtr^^^^^^ 



Down the burn, Davie, love, Down the bum, Davie, love. Gang down the bum, Davie, love, And I will follow 

"^ [thee. 
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* Burn, In the Scottish dialect, signifies a broolc or rivulet. 
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SAVED FROM THE STORM. 

Allegro ModercUo. 



Oxx>AitBO Basri. 

F^tBD. E. WBATBBRX.Y. 
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I. It was a Breton vil - lage, That lay by the sea, She was a fish • er - maid - en, 
\, Ander Bretagne Stran-de^ Lang her ist es schon WohtUe tin Fisch-er - mOd'cken 




Mariner stout was he ; Farewell, true heart, for we must part, The winds are calling down the sea, But for 
Undeines Fischers Sohn, Fahrwohl, mein Lieby den letzten Kuss, Ich muss nun fort vH>hlauf die See^ Einge- 



Mpfgffi^^njj jfi ppg g g gi pFfFi' f^ 



i ^^^mi^^t^i^i\^u^M^ 



me thou'lt pray in the chapd gray, Navitas Salva, Do-mi-ne, Na-vi-tas Salva, Do • mi - ne. 
betfdr mieh dort im Kirchlein sprich, Navitas Saha^ Dominey Na-vi tas Salva^ Do - mi • ne. 



1^ 
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2. It was a night of ter-ror, Wild, wild was the sea! 
2, Welch eine Nacht voU Schrecken I Wildy wild tobt die See, 



He in the storm is 
Er treibt ein Spiel der 
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drift - ing. Watching in prayer is she. Watching in prayer is she, Sweet heart ! sweet heart ! And 
Wo ' gen, Sie wacht in Angst und Weh; Sie wacht in Angst in Weh, Fahrwohl^ mein Lieb, den 



ti'rr^ i rffrrfrr*''j;v'Jpfr"p i pp ppi 



must we part ? No boat can live in such a sea, But still she cries with streaminsr eyes. Navitas Salva. 



must we part ? No boat can live in such a sea. But still she cries with streaming eyes, Navitas Salva^ 
letz - ten Grttss, mich reisst heinab die wilde See ! Doch ihr gebet zum Himmelfleht; Naviias Salva^ 
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Do • mi-nel Na-vi-tas Sal-va, Do - mi - nel 3. Bright was the Breton vil - lage, 
Do ' mi-net Na-vi'tas Sai-va, Do - mi - nel ^, HellschiendieSonn^ amMorgen, 
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Bright, bright was tlic sea, She was a fish - er - maid - en, Ma - ri - ner stout was he, Twas 

StUl, still war das Meer; Froh hiel-ten sick um-schlun-gen, Am Strande sie un - der *Swar 



W. 
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Heav'n a - bove that saved me, love ! and brought me back from the storm to thee, In the chapel gray We'll 
Got ' tes Hand die wun - der bar mick hat beschirmt aufwil- der See, Undzum Kirchlein hin Sie 
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kneel and pray, Glo-ri - a ti-bi, Do -mi - ne, Glo-ri - a ti - bi, ti - bi, Do - mi-ne! 
be - tend ziehn : Gh-ri - a ti-bi, Do -mi - ne, Glo-ri- a ti- bi, ti • bi, Do - mi-nef 
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I WILL LAY ME DOWN. 






S. Nbukomm. 
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I will lay me down to 



t/ Anda$tU, 



And take my rest, and take my rest, For 
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it is Thou, it is Thou, Lord, on - ly, that mak-est me to dwell in safe - ty. 
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It appears that the vocal organs are usually guided 
in their action by the sensations received through the 
ears, in the same manner as other muscles are guided 
by the sensations received through themselves. In 
vocalization the delicate gradations in the action of 
each individual muscle, and the harmonious combina- 
tion of the whole, are effected under the guidance of 
the ear without — ^save in exceptional cases— thesmall- 
cst knowledge on our own part of the nature of the 
mechanism we are putting in action. — Dr, Carpenter. 



An analysis and scale of articulate sounds, with 
minute description of the oiganic actions required to 
produce them, like the scale which we possess for 
music in the gamut and rules for fingering, should give 
nearly the same assistance to the speaker which the 
gamut gives to the player. The modifications of voice 
easily made and easily distinguishable by the ear, and 
therefore fit elements of language, are about fifiy in 
number, but few languages use more than one-half 
of them, many using much less than this proportion. 



THE LITTLE LEAVES. 
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1. "We must go," sighed lit- tie Ru - by, Orange, To-paz, Garnet, Gold; "For the chilly 

2. From the branches down they fluttered,. Like a rainbow scattered wide; And the old tree 

3. But when skies of drear No - vem • ber Frowned upon their wild delight, All the lit - tie 
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breeze is call - ing. And the year is grow - ing old. Good-bye, qui - et, sun - ny meadows^ 
looked so lone - ly; That was once the woodland's pride. But the wmd came wildly pip- ing, 

a hoi- ' 



leaves grew wea - ry, And they wandered back one night; And they nes - tied in 



• low 




That we nev - er more shall see; Good-by, wind - ing brooks of sil-ver. Snowy lambs and 
And they danced away with glee. Ru - by, To - paz. Gar - net. Orange, Soon for -got the 
At the foot of the old tree, Sighing: "All the long white win - ter We shall now so 
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dear old tree, Dear old lov-ing moth-er- tree. Dear old lov-ing moth - er-tree, Dear old tree, 
lone old tree, Lone but lov-ing moth-er- tree. Lone but lov-ing moth -er-tree, Lone old tree, 
qui - et be Near our dear old moth - er - tree. Near our dear old moth - er-tree. Dear old tree. 




dear old tree, Dear old loving mother-tree. Dear old tree, dearoI3 tree. Dear old loving mother-tree. 

lone old tree. Lone but loving mother-tree, Lone old tree, lone old tree. Lone but loving mother-tree." 

dear old tree, Near our dear old mother-tree. Dear old tree, dear old tree, Near our dear old mother-tree." 
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WHERE WARBLING WATERS. 

AlUgreHo. 
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j5^ '' I*/ time, and time. 

1. Where the warb - ling wa-ters flow, And the ze - phyrs gen - tly blow, blow, 

2. Where the night - bird pours her song, And her notes the hours prolong, long, 
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The fairies dwell, the fairies dwell. In grassy, dell, in grassy dell, Where the forest flow - ers 
The fairies dwell, the fairies dwell, In grassy dell, in grassy dell, Far away from men and 
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grow. And the zephyrs gently blow. And a joyous home is theirs, For it knows not mortal 
towns, * Mid the wildwood and the downs. And a joyous home is theirs, For it knows not mortal 
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cares; And its only tear is the dewdrop clear. That the bending lily bears; And its only tear is the 



h.m\^ii^{M \ \im ^ 



iii im u\i M nnini^ \ 



dewdrop clear. That the bending lil - y l)ears; And its only tear is the dewdrop clear, That the 
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cres. ritard. 

bending lil - y bears, That the bending lil - y bears. That the bending lil - y bears. 
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It is altogether probable that there is to be a new 
voice developed in America, as there is akeady a new 
temperament. It used to be thought we could never 
be so strong or healthy as the English, because we 
were thinner; but it is now pretty well proved that we 
needed only to become acclimated and adapt ourselves 
to the new wa3rs of living. So with the American 
voice; it will probably never be a chest voice, like the 
English, but it will come more from the head, and 
when well trained will be an oi^an capable of finer 
modulation and greater expression. As the very best 
American manners — such, for instance, as those of our 



late consul at Fayal — seem to me to be finer than the 
best English manners, so the very best American 
voices seem to me better than the best English voices, 
bemg equally clear and mellow, with more positive 
sweetness and far more range of expression. But such 
voices are rarer than the corresponding class in England, 
mainly because there is not die same close attention 
given to the matter on this side the Atlantic. An 
English mother, in the well-bred classes, is as solicitous 
about her daughter's way of speaking as about her 
clothes — ^perhaps more so, if we may judge by results. 
An American mother, under similar circumstances, is 



WAIT FOR THE WAGON. 

Ben tnarcaio. 



R. B. BUCKLBY. 
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1 . Will you come with'me, my Phillis dear. To yon blue mountain firee ? Where the blossoms smellthe 

2. Where the riv-cr runs like sil-ver, And the birds they sing so sweet, I have a cab • in, 

3. Do you believe, my Phillis dear, Old Mike, with all his wealth. Can make you half so 
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*ry Sun -day 



sweet • est, Come rove a - long with me. It's ev - *ry Sun - day morning, When 
Phil - lis, And something go(xl to eat. Come lis - ten to my sto - ry, It 

hap - py, As I with youth and health ? We'll have a lit - tie farm, A 
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I am by your side, We'll jump in - to the wag -on, And all take a ride, 
will re-lieve my heart, So jump in - to the wag -on, And off we will start, 
horse, a pig, and cow. And you will mind the dai • ry. While I will guide the plough. 
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Wait for the wagon, Wait for the wagon, Wait for the wagon. And we'll all take a ride. 
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apt to attend to the clothes, and leave the voice un- 
tended. In schools, however, and especially in public 
schools, this matter is being more and more brought 
to attention. Remarking, a few years since, in a large 
family, how much better the youngest daughter used 
her voice than any of her sisters, I found with surprise 
that much of the difference was due to the pains taken 
in the public schools of the rural city where she lived 
— schools which she alone had attended. If the public 
schools achieve superiority in a point like this, it will be 
Striking at the very root of the evil. — T, W. Higginson, 



Almost every thing in nature may be said to have 
its yoice by which it speaks to man, who is thus, as it 
were, brought into fellowship and sympathy with it. 
Without the hearing ear all nature is silent, and stripped 
in a great measure of its charms. To be without this 
sense, to be shut out from listening to the voices of our 
fellow-men, to be cut off from all the sounds of nature, 
is a heavier privation than even the loss of sight. — Kay, 

Apart from its myriad sounds, the outward world has 
a dreamlike and unreal look — we only half believe in 
it, we miss at each moment what it contains. — Hcnoeis. 
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DOWN IN A COAL MINE. 
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J. B. Gboghbgam. 
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With ^irit. 

I.I am a jo - vial col - Her lad, and blithe as blithe can be. Then let the times be 

2. My hands are horn - y, hard and black, with working in the vein, And, like the clothes up - 

3. At ev - 'ry shift, be *t soon or late, I haste my bread to earn. And anx - ious - ly my 

4. How lit • tie do the great ones care, who sit at home se - cure, What hid - den dan - gers 

5. Then cheer up, lads, and make ye much of ev-'ry joy ye can. But let your mirth be 
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good or bad,they*reall the same to me; 'Tis lit - tie of the world I know, and. 



on my back, my speech is rough and plain; 
kin - dred wait and watch for my re • turn; 
col - iiers dare, what hard-ships they en - dure; 
al - ways such as best becomes a man; 



Well, if I stum-ble with my tongue, I've 
For Death, that lev - els all a - like what- 
The ve - ry fires their mansions boast, to 
How - ev - er For - tune turns a - bout, ours 
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care - less of its ways, Down where the bright stars nev-er glow I wear a • way my days, 
but one thing to say, 'Tts not the col- lier's heart that's wrong, his head but goes astray. 
'e*er their rank may be, A - mid the fire and damp may strike, and fling his dart at me. 
cheer themselves and wives. Mayhap were kindled at the cost of jo - vial col-liers' lives, 
still the jo -vial soul, What would our country be with-out the lads that mine for coal? 
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Down in a coal mine, underneath the ground, Where a gleam of sunshine never can be found ; 
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Digging dusky diamonds all the season round, Down in a coal mine, underneath the ground. 
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Speaking of anthems reminds me of a story of two 
old British sailors who were talking over shore expe- 
rience. One had been to a cathedral and had heard 
some very fine music, and was descanting particularly 
upon an anthem which gave him much pleasure. His 
shipmate listened for a while, and then said : " I say. 
Bill, what's an anthem?" What?" replied Bill, "do 
you mean to say you don't know what a hanthem is? " 
« Not me." " Well, then, I'll tell yer. If I was to say 
to yer, * Ere, Bill, give me that 'andspike,' that wouldn't 
be a hanthem. But was I to say, ' Bill— Bill— Bill— 
giv — giv — giv — giv me, giv me Uiat — Bill, giv me, giv 



me that hand, give me that hand, handspike, spik&— 
spike — Bill, giv, — giv me that — that hand — ^handspike, 
hand — ^handspike, spike, spike, spike, ah — ^men, ah — 
men; Bill givemethathandspike, spike, ah — ^menl" 
Why, that 'ud be a hanthem, that 'ud be a hanthem." 

Not long since at Genoa, the chest was opened in 
which was preserved the celebrated violin of Nicolo 
Paganini. The instrument is in admirable preservation, 
and the veteran Italian violinist, Camillo Sivori, after 
having tuned it, played several pieces of music, arousing 
the admiration of all present. Afterward Paganini's 
violin was deposited in a case covered by a glass shade. 



WHEN THE SWALLOW COMES. 

p Semplic€, 



CiRO PxNscn. 
Frbdbric Enoch. 
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1. When the swallow comes With the brightest days. When the wild bee hums In the warm sun-rays, 

2. When the shining day Fades to even close. Till the young moon's ray In the streamlet glows. 
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When the flow'rs as well Sparkle o'er the plain, Then the song-birds tell Summer's come again, 
With a full delight, Fuling all the vale ; To the listening night Sings the nightin-gale. 
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Then the song-birds tell Summer's come a - gain. Flow'rs are in the dells, Flow'rs are on the 
Flow'rs are in the dells, Flow'rs are on the plain, Flow'rs are in the dells, Flow'rs are on the 
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plain, And a sweet song tells Summer's come again ! Flow'rs are in the dells. 




Flow'i^ are on the plain. And a sweet song tells 
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Summer's come a gain! 
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Ill 



MALTESE BOATMAN'S SONG. 

Piu Andante, 



L. Dbvbrbux. 
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1. See, brothers, see, how the night comes on, Slowly sinks the setting sun, Hark, how the solemn 

2. See how the tints of daylight die, Soon we'll hear the tender sigh; For when the toil of 
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vesper clear, Sweetly (alls up - on the ear; Then haste, let us work till the day-light is o'er. And 
labor's o'er,We shall meet our friends on shore; Then haste, let us work till the day-light is o'er. And 
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fold our nets as we rowtotheshore. Our toil and labor be -ing done. How sweet the boatman's 
fold our nets as we row to the shore. For fame or gold howe'er we roam. No sound so sweet as 
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welcome home, Home, home, home, the boatman's welcome home. Sweet, O sweet the boatman's 
welcome home. Home, home, home, the boatman's welcome home, Sweet, O sweet the boatman's 
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welcome home. Then how sweet the boat - man's wel- come home. Home, home, home, the 
welcome home. Then no sound so sweet as wel-comehome, Home, home, home, the 
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[welcome home, 
boatman's welcome home, Sweet, O sweet the boatman's welcome home, Welcome home, welcome home. 
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Darwin says : " Neither the enjoyment nor the ca- 
pacity of producing musical notes are faculties of the 
least direct use to man in reference to his ordinary 
habits of life." Physiologically he may be correct, but as 
soon as mere rudimentary actions are left, and existence 
becomes life, his statement is completely false. Indeed, 
music is, as this philosopher elsewhere says, bound up 
in daily life, and a necessity of existence. Of its use- 
fulness in daily life there can be no question. What 
would religious services be without organs and sing- 
ing ? What would armies be without bands ? If music 
were a luxury, would people spend so much time and 
money on it? It is not to obtain mere ear-enjoyment 



— it b because it is a necessity to satisfy certain require- 
ments of the mind. It enters into the chemistry of the 
mind as salt does into the chemistry of the body. Here 
and there you will meet with a person who says, ** I 
never eat salt — ^I do not require it." Well, you are 
sorry for him. There is evidently something wrong in 
his physical constitution. So when anyone assumes a 
tone of lofty superiority, and boasts that he knows 
nothing about music, and pretends not to be able to 
distinguish one time fix>m another, you may either 
accept his statement with some reserve, or conclude that 
there is something wrong in his physical or mental 
faculties, and recommend an aurist. — Arthur Sullivan. 



A LAND WITHOUT A STORM. 

7st Vncg. 



Laban Solomon. 
^nd Vbice. .. w N 






1. " Traveller, whither artthou going. Heedless of the clouds that form?" "Nought to me the wind's rough 

2. "Traveller, art thou here a stranger, Not to fear the tempest's power?" "I have not a thought of 

3. "Traveller, now a moment lin - ger, Soon the darkness will be o'er;" "No! I see a beckoning 

4. " Traveller, yonder narrow por-tal Opens to receive thy form :"" Yes ! and I shall be im- 
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blow-ing, Mine's a land without a storm;" And I'm 

dan - ger, Tho' the sky more darkly lower." For I'm 

fin - ger. Guiding to a far -off shore;" And I'm 

mor - tal In that land without a storm;" And I'm 



go - mg, 
go - ing, 
go - ing, 
go - ing. 



yes, I'm go - 

yes, I'm go ■ 

yes, I'm go ■ 

yes, I'm go • 



ing, 
ing» 
ing, 
ing, 



To that 
To that 
To that 
To that 




land that has no storm; I am go - ing, yes, I'm go - ing To the land that has no storm. 
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We are go - ing, yes, we're go - inc: Soon the do - nous day will dawi 
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We are go - ing, yes, we're go - ing. To the land with - out a storm. 
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RING OUT, O BELLS. 



"3 

George Baucek. 
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Con esprets. 

1. Ring out, O bells, ring sil - ver - sweet, O'er hill and moor and fell! In 

2. Good bye, Old Year! Tried, trusty friend, Thy tale at last is told. O 
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mel - low echoes let your chimes Their hope - ful sto - ly tell. Ring 

New Year, write thou thine for us In lines of bright -est gold. The 
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out, ring out, all ju - bi - lant. This joy • ous glad re- frain: **A 

flowers of spring must bloom at last. When gone the win - ter's snow; God 
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bright New Year, a glad New Y< 
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bright New Year, a glad S'ew Year, 
grant that af - ter sor • row past, 



Hath come to us a - gain. Hath 
We all some joy may know. We 
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US a - gain ! " Ah, who can say how much of joy With - in it there may 
joy may Imow, Tho* tempest-tossed our bark a - while On life's rough waves may 
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all some joy may 
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Stored up for us, who lis - ten now 
There comes a day of calm at last, 



'o your sweet mel - o • dy 
When we the ha - ven see, 
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The hymn, •* From all that dwell below the skies," 
is Isaac Watts's version of the one hundred and seven- 
teenth psalm. It is a brief rendering of the shortest 
chapter in the Bible, yet it is full of force and fervor. 
There is a charm in poetry and music which can never 
be exhausted, but by some it is not even realized. 
" An instance of this was witnessed," says G. J. Stev- 
enson, " in a large school of poor children located at 
Lambeth Green, London. The day's work was done, 
the usual singing and jwayer were over, and three hun 
dred boys were expecting in a moment to be free from 
authori^ and at play. This ^alm by Dr. Watts had 
been sung to the tune of the * Portuguese Hymn.* The 



master made a few remarks about the pleasure music 
produces and asked the children to try to sing the 
hymn again. They did so; it was done with care and 
much feeling. Again the request was preferred — ^would 
they like to sing it again? The reply from hundreds 
of voices was a simultaneous ' Yes.* It was repeated^ 
if possible with increased delight to the boys. Then 
followed a few remarks about the music of Heaven, 
and how sweet it must be there, and the boys were 
asked if they had not felt more happy in that singing 
than if they had been at play. Another unanimous 
* Yes,' and again they repeated the song until hymn and 
tune may have been fixed in their memories for life.'*" 



EYES BLUE AND DREAMING. 

Very slew, witk eUep feeling. 



. Lasssn. 

RXCHAIUD FIXI.D tr. 
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1. With eyes so blue and dream - ing, Thou throw'st o'er me a spell; Such 

2. With hair so soft and gold • en, E'en like my dreams of old, Thou*rt 

3. With lips so like red ro • ses Un - der a south • em sky. Made 
I. Mit dei • nen blau - en Au - gen Siehst du mich* lieb - lich an, Da 
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Sing grace ncU/or isi verse. 



^ ^tng grace naiejor jsi verse. . ■ 



dreams and thoughts come to me, 

wind - ing chains a - round me 

cap - tive by their beau - ty, 

wird mir so trftu-mend zu Sin • ne. 



Which e'en I dare not 
Which ne'er will loose their 
Think'stthou I'd pass them 
Dass ich nicht spre-chen 



tell. With 

hold. With 

by? With 

kann; An 
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eyes so blue and dream • ing, 

hiair so soft and gold • en, 

lips so like red ro - ses, 

dei - ne blau - en Au • gen 



That haunt me ev • 'ry 

Heart pure and all mine 

My dar - ling, dost thou 

Ge - denk' ich al • ler 



where, A 

own, Thou'lt 

know What 

w&rts, £in 
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fair blue sea of fan - cies 

ev - er hold me cap - tive, 

poi - son they have brought me, 

Meer von blau - en Ge - dan - ken 



Takes from my heart all care. 

Un - to the si - lent tomb. 

How filled my heart with woe? 

Er - giesst sich a - ber mein Herz. 
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OVER THE MOUNTAIN. 
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H. PiBRCBY. 
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1. O - ver the mountain and o - ver the moor, Hungry and barefoot I wan-der forlorn; My 

2. Call me not la - zy, and beggar, and bold enough, Fain would I learn both to knit and to sew ; I've 

3. Think while you revel so careless and free. Secure from the wind , and well clad and well fed, Should 
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fa - ther is dead, and my mother is poor, And she grieves for the days that will never re - turn I 
two little brothers at home, when they're old enough They shall work hard for the gifts you bestow ! 
fortune so change it, how hard it would be, To beg at a door for a mor-sel of bread t 
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Pit - y, kind gentlemen, Friends of human - i - ty, Cold blows the wind, and the night's coming on; 
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Give me some food for my mother, for char - i - ty. Give me some food, and then I will be gone. 
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Carx. Scrultx. 
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Awake from sleep and dreaming, the cuckoo calls away ; See, on the mountain gleaming, appears the morning 
2 [ray. 
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A - wak - en from sleep and dreaming, 



Appears now the morning ray. 
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Cuckoo, cuckoo, 
1 (ROUND,) 



cuckoo. 



cuckoo, cuckooy 



cuckoo. 
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Roaming o'er the meadows far, Singing gaily, tra la la, Tra la la la la la, tra la la la la. 
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The mere lapse of years is not life. To eat, and 
drink, and sleep; to be expc^ed to darkness and the 
light; to pace around the mill of habit and turn the 
wheel of wealth; to make reason our book-keeper, 
and turn thought into an implement of trade — this is 
not life. In all this, but a poor fraction of the con- 
sciousness of humanity is awakened; and the sancti- 
ties still slumber which make it most worth while to 
be. Knowledge, truth, love, beauty, goodness, faith, 



alone give vitality to the mechanism of existence. 
The laugh of mirth which vibrates through the heart; 
the tears which freshen the dry wastes within; the 
music which brings childhood back ; the prayer that 
calls the future near; the doubt which makes us 
meditate; the death which startles us with m3rstery ; 
the hardships that force us to struggle; the anxiety that 
ends in trust — these are the true nourishment of our 
natural being — these are life, for in them is true living. 



GRAVE OF WASHINGTON. 
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L. V. H. Crosby. 
Marshall S. Pikk. 



1. Disturb not his slumbers, let Washington sleep, 'Neath the boughs of the willow that over him weep; His 

2. A - wake not his slumbers, tread lightly around, *Tis the grave of a freeman, 'tis Liberty's mound ; Thy 
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arm is unnerved, but his deeds remain bright. As the stars in the dark-vaulted heaven at night. Oh ! 
name is im-mor - tal, our freedom you won. Brave sire of Co - lumbia, our own Washington. Oh ! 
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wake not the he • ro, his bat - ties are o'er. Let him rest un - disturbed on Po - 
wake not the he • ro, his bat - ties are o'er. Let him rest, calm - ly rest, on his 
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to -mac's fair shore; On the riv - er's green bor - der so flow - er - y drest. With the 
dear na-tive shore ; While the stars and the stripes of our country shall wave, O'er the 
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hearts he loved fondly, let Washington rest, |With the hearts he loved fondly, let Washington rest. 
land that can boast of a Washington's grave, O'er the land that can boast of a Washington's grave. 
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" You were made," says Dean Stanley, in one of his 
sermons to children, "for goodness, virtue, holiness, 
which may be called spiritual music, or the music of 
the soul. Love, hope, fear, joy, grief, are the musical 
notes within you. If your will is suffered to strike 
those notes in a violent and careless and uninstructed 
manner, discord and sin will very likely be the con- 
sequence. But if you pay continual attention to the 
wise lessons whidi you receive, then your affections 



will be made to harmonize more and more, and it 
will be easy and delightful to produce spiritual music." 
Of all the liberal arts music has the greatest influence 
over the passions, and it is these to wluch the legislator 
ought to give the greatest encouragement. A well- 
composed song strikes and softens the mind, and pro- 
duces a greater efiect than a moral work, which con- 
vinces our reason but does not warm our feelings nor 
eflect the slightest alteration in our habits. — NapoUon /. 
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THE WONDERFUL ^'EJ-N'E.'R. 

Animaio, 



W. C. Lbvby. 



ph', r^ \ u^\^u I j- J j=^i'j ^ ^^ 



1. There's a won-der-ful weav - er high up in the air, And he weaves a white 

2. Oh ! with fin - est of la - ces he decks bush and tree : On the bare, flint - y 

3. But this won - der - ful weav - er grows wea - ry at last ; And the shut - tie lies 
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nan - tie for cold earth to wear. With the wind for his shut - tie, the 



man - tie for cold earth 

mead - ows a cov - er 

i - die that once flew 



to wear. With the wind for 
lays he. Then a quaint cap 
so fast. Then the sun peeps 



his shut - tie, the 
he pla - ces on 
a - broad on the 
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cloud for his loom, 

pil - lar and post, 
work that is done; 



How he weaves, how he weaves, in 
And he chang - es the pump to 
And he smiles, " I'll un - rav - el 



the light, in the gloom ! 
a grim, silent ghost! 
it all, just for fun!" 
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THE SEASONS. 
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W, Mozart. 
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1. I love the Spring, when slumb'ring buds Are wak-ened in - to birth; When 

2. I love the Sum - mer, when the flow'rs Look beau - ti - ful and bright; When 

3. I love the Au - tumn, when the trees With fruit are bend - ing low ; When 

4. I love to have the Win - ter come, When I can skate and slide, And 




joy and glad - ness seem to spread At once o'er all the 

I can spend the lei - sure hours With hoop, and ball, and 

I can reach the pears and plums That hang up - on the 

hear the bells, and see the sleighs. That swift - ly by us 
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earth. 

kite. 

bough. 

glide. 
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Day -light is done, Set-teth the" sun. Let 



us to 



joy a - way. 
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The effect of the first performance upon the boy 
was very remarkable. Far from being delighted by 
the play he was overpowered, as it went on, by an in- 
tense melanchoW horror. When the violins, the 
flutes and the fifes began the overture, a new sense 
seemed given to him, which was not pleasure but the 
intensest dread. Accustomed as he had been only to 
the solemn singing of his childhood, what, indeed, 
must this elfish, weird, melodious music have seemed, 
full of gay and careless life and of artless unconscious 
airs, which yet were miracles of art ? He sat, terri- 
fied at these delicious sounds, as though this world of 
music without thought or conscience were a wicked 
thing. The shrill notes of the fifes, the long tremu- 



lous vibration of the strings, seemed to draw his heart 
after them. Wherever this wizard call might lead 
him it seemed he would have to follow the alluring 
chords. But when the acting began his terror be- 
came intense. He could not understand the dia- 
logue, but the gestures, the laughter, the wild singing 
were shocking to him. The beauty of the music only 
added to his despair; had it been less lovely, had the 
acting not forced now and then a glance of admiring 
wonder, or struck a note high-toned, touching pathos 
even, it would not all have seemed so much the work 
of evil. When the comedy was over he crept away to 
his room, and in the excitement of the moment was 
not missed. He could not stay in this place — that at 



THE CHRISTMAS TREE. 
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J. C. LOWRV. 

Clara Wallacb. 



Christ - mas tree ! On, long may it wave in its 



1. Hur - rah! and hur-rah for the Christ - mas tree! On, long may it wave in its 

2. There are things full of won- der far o - ver the sea, But what are they all to the 

3. Whenthebu-dsare all fled, and the leaves are all dead. Then old San-taClaus decks its 
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green - er - y! When the winter comes with its whitening snow, How proudly doth it grow! 
Christ - mas tree! In its b^uty bright with its fruit so fair. What can with it com -pare? 
boughs, as 'tis said. But he coir^ at night and ere morning ray, He speeds him on his way. 
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Hur - rah ! hur - rah for the Christ - mas tree, Its boughs all fresh, and its 
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wealth all fi^el Tho*thestur-dy oak for - sake the land. This, ev - er green, shall stand. 
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least was clear to him. He must escape. He must 
return to nature, to the woods and birds, to children 
and to children's sports. These gibing grimaces, these 
endless bowings and scrapings and false compliments, 
known of all to be false, would choke him if he 
stayed. He must escape from the house of frivolity 
into the soft, gracious outer air of sincerity and tru^h. 
Early in the morning he awoke. There had been rain 
in the night, and the smiling morning beckoned him 
out. The path on which the door opened led him 
through rows of fruit trees. A little forest of delicate 
boughs and young leaves lifted itself up against the 
blue sky, and myriad drops sparkled in the morning 



sun. The fresh cool air, the blue sky, the singing of 
the birds, restored him to himself. His whole spirit 
went out in prayer and love to the Almighty, who had 
made these things. He wandered slowly down the 
narrow paths. The fresh-turned earth between the 
rows of saplings, the l")eds of herbs, the moist grass, 
gave forth a scent at once delicate and searching. 
The boy's cheerfulness began to return. The past 
seemed to fade. After wandering for some time 
through this delicious land of perfume, of light and of 
sweet sound he came to a narrow avenue of old elm 
trees beneath which a well-kept path seemed to point 
with guiding hand. — **LiU/e Schoolmaster Mark."* 
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WHEN SWEET MUSIC. 

Andant* quati allegretto. 
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G. A. MACFARKBIf. 
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1. When sweet mu - sic breaks the dream, Bids the night-bom phantoms fly, Why does 

2. Fals - er than those phantom forms Night in -voices in joy or fear, Seem this 
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joy, with rap - tared gleam, Start from out the wak-'nmg eye? From a 

vain world^s smiles or storms, Loved one, when thou art not near. Speak and 
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a world of forms un 



world of forms un - true, From a world of forms un - true Home the glow - ing spirit 
bid my heart re - joice, Speak and bid my heart re -joice, Waked where truth and rajiure 




wings, Home the glow - ing spir-it wings, Home it wings, Home it wings, While, like 
beam, Waked where truth and rapture beam. Where they beam. Where they beam. Such en - 
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mom - ing*s ho - ly dew, Music's gladness round it clings, While, like morning's ho - ly 



mom - ing*s ho - ly dew. Music's gladness round it clings, While, like morning's ho - ly 
chantment hath thy voice As when music breaks a dream, Such enchant - ment hath thy 
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xst verse. 
/ ^^ ^apiacere. a tempo. D. 



dew, Mu - sic's glad - ness round it dings. 



I f 2Md verse. 
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dew, Mu - sic's glad - ness round it clings, 
voice As when 
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mu • sic breaks a dream. 
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When under the influence of music, there are very 
few cases of idiocy which are unaffected thereby. Thus 
we are told how a new life is iniused into these unfor- 
tunate persons by the harmony of sweet sounds. "All 
exhibit pleasure ; some move their bodies in time to 
the air which is played, others sing after their own 
fashion; some even of the most torpid when looking 
on for some time, as some of their less apathetic com- 
panions dance, suddenly become animated, start up, 
and dance in their own way. Mr. Plott, in his History 



of Staffordshire, relates the case of an idiot who, chanc 
ing to live within the sound of a clock, always amused 
himself with counting the hour of the day whenever 
the clock struck; the clock being spoiled by accident, 
the idiot continued to strike and count the hour without 
the help of it, in the same manner as he had done when 
it was entire." Indeed, in mental cases, music from the 
earliest period has been considered highly efficacious, 
and it is recorded how both Pythagoras and Xenocrates 
cured maniacs by melodious sounds. Coming down to 



THE OFFICER'S FUNERAL. 



Carounb Norton. 



y^v^jiiTii J ^i^u,^^ ':^Milism 



1. Hark ! to the shrill trumpet calling, It pierceth the soft summer air ! Tears from each comrade are 

2. Sleep, soldier ! tho' we weep o'er thee, Who stand by thy cold bier to-day, Soon shall the kindest for - 

3. Hearts that now mourn for thee sadly,Soon joyous as ever shall be,And thy bright orphan boy will laugh 




fall - ing, For the widow and orphan are there ! Tlie bay-o - nets earthward are turning, And the 
get thee, And thy name from the earth pass away ! The man thou didst love as a brother, A 
glad - ly. As he sits on .some kind comrade's knee, But one friend shall still pay the duty Of 
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drum's muffled breath rolls around ; But he hears not the voice of their mourning, Nor awakes to the bugle's 
friend in thy place will have gained ; Thy dog shall keep watch for another. And thy steed by a stranger be 
tears for the true and the brave, As when first in the bloom of her beauty, She wept o'er the sol - dier's 
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But he hears not the voice of their mourning, Nor awakes to the bugle's sound. 
Thy dog shall keep watch for another. And thy steed by a stranger be reined. 
As when first in the bloom of her beauty. She wept o'er the soldier's grave. 
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modern times, much has been written on the subject, 
and experiments of various kinds made with more or 
less success. Music, as a remedy for insanity, is alluded 
to by Shakspeare in Richard II, where the king says: 
" This music mads me ; let it sound no more ; for, though 
it help madmen to their wits, in me it seems it will make 
wise men mad." And again referring to music as 
soothing the spirits and inducing sleep, we may quote 
the touching passage in Henry IV where the king 
says : " Let there be no noise made, my gentie friends; 



unless some dull and favorable hand will whisp>er 
music to my weary spirit." — GentUmer^s Magazine. 

At that moment the Dead March broke forth afresh. 
The drum beat out those familiar notes which strike 
upon the heart rather than the ear, the brass screamed, 
the ground trembled again to the tramp of feet and the 
lumbering of the gun carriage. The dead man's ac- 
coutrements lay on the flag that serves a soldier for a 
pall, as the soldier's funeral in solemn procession slowly 
wailed its way onward to the graveyard beyond the hill. 
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DANCE OF THE FAIRIES. 

Aiiegretto. 



Obruan AlK. 
G. G. RiCHAKBSON. 






1. The fair - ies are danc - ing, how nim - bly they bound. They flit o'er the grass tops, they 

2. Hark '.hark! to their mu - sic, so sil - ver - y clear, 'Tis sure - ly the bells of the 

3. How feat - ly they trip it, how hap - py are they Who pass all their mo - ments in 
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touch not the ground ; Their kir - ties of green are with diamonds bedight, They sparkle and gleam in the 
flowers that I hear ! The lazy- winged moth with the grass-hopper wakes, The field-mouse peeps out and their 
frol - ic and play. Who rove where they list without sorrow or cares, And laugh at the fetters mor - 
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mel - low moon - light, They spar - kle and gleam in the mel - low moon - light, 
rev - els par - takes. The field - mouse peeps out and their rev - els par - takes, 
tal - i • ty wears, And laugh at the fet - ters mor - tal - i - ty wears ! 
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NIGHT SINKS ON THE WAVE. 
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Felicia Hbmans. 
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1. Night sinks on the wave; 

2. Stars look o'er the sea. 



Hoi - low gusts are sigh - ing; Sea-birds to their cave 
Few and sad and shroud - ed; Faith our light must be 
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Thro' the gloom are fly- ing. Oh, should storms come sweeping. Thou in Heaven, unsleep- 
Whcn all else is cloud - ed. Thou, whose voice comes thrilling.Wind and billow still- 
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ig - il keep - ing; Hear 



ing. O'er thy chil - dren vig - il keep - ing; Hear! oh, hear! hear and save! 
ing. Speak once more, our prayer ful - fill - ing: Pow - er dwells all with Thee I 
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Every grade should begin the year with a thorough 
review of scale intervals. One lesson a week, even if 
an hour long, will not fix the intervals; there must be 
daily lessons if only ten minutes in length. Make 
frequent use of a pitch-pipe. "Without intending it we 
will thus establish absolute pitch, though relative pitch 
is what we are striving for. Sound the pitch-pipe softly 
as well as speak softly, for this will unconsciously in- 
fluence the pupil to take the pitch and to sing softly. 
Overcome your prejudices, if you have them, and adopt 
the teaching of time by the time language. The pen- 



dulum cannot go wrong; the laws of gravitation^ com- 
pel it to move perfectly. There is no music without 
rhythm ; no rhythm without accent. If possijjle have 
exercises sung correctly the first time. Never let the 
children try an exercise more than three times ; if they 
can't get it then, more drill on previous work is nec- 
essary. We are too lax in pronunciation. Pay partic- 
ular attention to the sounds of the consonants. Do not 
make a diphthong of o. When children are allowed to 
solve the musical problems for themselves, they will be 
the proudest little things you ever saw. — Damrosch. 



DEAR NATIVE HOME. 
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WlLUAH BaXX. 



AndoMiiHo. 

1. Far o*erthe wave, as mom*s soft team re -turn - ing, Slow - ly un - veiled the 

2. Vain - ly for me Love's sig - nal radiance bright'ning, Flamed from his al - tars 

3. Cease, ye who sing the wand'rer's heartlefs pleas -ure, Leave, leave my path! no 
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well -remember'd shore, How swell'dmy heart, with ea - ger fan-cies bum - ing, 
o'er my tru - ant way, Ab - sent from thee, the summer's beauteous light-'ning, 
more, no more I roam: Here lives ft charm, worth all un - counted treas - ure. 
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Dreams of past joys, and hopes of priceless store! Sweet home, receive me! 

All harmless, played not round the fad - ing day. Sweet home, receive me ! 

Here breathes the sigh of Welcome, welcome home ! Sweet home, receive me! 
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Faithful I come, Nev - er, oh|nev-er to leave thee. Dear na-tive home. Sweet home, re 
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ceive me! Faithful I come, Nev - er, oh!nev-er to leave thee. Dear native home. 
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MEN OF HARLECH. 

Allegretto. 



Famous Welsh Song. 



Aj» tt Allegretto. j 1 . 
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1. Men of Har-lech! in the hollow, Do ye hear, like rushing billow, Wave on wave that 

2. Rock - y steeps and pass - es narrow Flash with spear and flight of airow; Who would think of 
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surg-ing fol-low Bat -tie's dis- tant sound? 'Tis the tramp of Sax- on foe- men, 
pain or sorrow? Death is glo - ry now. Hurl the reel - iilg horse -men o - verl 
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Saxon spearmen, Saxon bowmen, Be they knights, or hinds, or yeomen,They shall bite the ground f 
Let the earth dead foemen cover ! Fate of friend, of wife, of lover Trem - bles on a_ blow ! 
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Loose thy folds a - sun-der. Flag we con - quer un-der! 
Strands of life are riv - en ; Blow for blow is giv - en, 

.1^ 



The plac - id sky now 
In dead - ly lock or 
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bright on high Shall launch its bolts in thunder! Onward, 'tis our country needs us, 
bat - tie shock. And mer - cy shrieks to heaven! Men of Harlech I young or hoary. 
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He is bravest, he who leads us ! Honor's self now proudly heads us ! Freedom ! God, and Right ! 
Would you win a name in story! Strike for home, for life, for glory! Freedom! God, and Right! 
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The modern glee carol chirrup often throttles melo- 
dy, forbids deep-breathed intonation, and literally ex- 
tinguishes the possibilities of unanimous utterance by 
the congregation. The act is physically impossible, 
as it is aesthetically undesirable. The swift patter 
pace of "Onward, Christian Soldiers" is a grotesque 
parody on the music of a militant Christianity. It is 
rather the jaunty roundelay of merry-makers and roy- 
sterers. The best practicable rhythm for the great 
congregation finds its analogue in the pace of the 



German chorales, with breathing, halting places at the 
end of each line. And this is not all, for this feverish, 
frivolous gait at once falsifies the spirit of both hymn 
and tune. Think of "Holy! Holy! Holy! Lord God 
Almighty! *' rattled off with the flippancy of an auc- 
tioneer's harangue! Think of "Hark, Hark, my 
Soul,'* depraved by the coarse quickness of a hunting^ 
song or boatman's chorus ! The other day in a great, 
grandly-appointed church was given out the first hynm, 
" Lo, He comes with clouds descending." It was sung 



FADED FLOWERS. 

Con espress. 



^ H. Broww. 

AMBS POWSB. 



I. Oh, the flowers that I saw in the wild wood Have all lost their beautiful leaves. And th< 



1. dh, the flowers that I saw in the wild wood Have all lost their beautiful leaves, And the 

2. 0th -er ro -ses -may bloom on the morrow. And ma -ny a friend have I won, Yet my 

3. Oh ! how dark looks this world and how dreary, When we part from the friends that we love ; But there's 
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ny dear friends of my childhood Have slumbered for years in their graves! But the 
it can beat but with sor - row, When I think of the friends that are gone ; 'Tis no 
for the faint and the wea - ry. And friends meet with lost ones above! And in 
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bloom of the flow'rs I re - member, 
won - der that I, bro - ken hearted, 
Heav -en I can but re - member. 



And the smiles I shall nev-er more see; 

And stricken with sadness should be ! 

When from earth my sad soul shall be free. 
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or the 
We have 
That no 




cold chilling mists of De-cem-ber 
met, we have loved, we have part- ed, 
cold chilling winds of De-cem-ber 



ritard. 

Stole my flow'rs and companions from me. 
My flow'rs, my companions, and me! 
Qui part my companions from me J 



Bv Dcrmission S. Brainard's Sons, owners of copvriirht. *^ 



to the proper tune, but in that chipper, tripping pace that 
stopped the p>eople's mouths and took the breadth of 
tone away. It simply couldn't be done, notwithstand- 
ing the earnest request of the rector and the worshipful 
purposes of the people, who were left standing mute 
and ill at ease, while the great choir shuffled and 
scampered through those terrible stanzas, apparently 
congratulating themselves that 'twere done well be- 
cause 'twere done quickly. The writer wondered, and 
vrorried, and questioned the sanity of his spiritual dis- 



affection, until the words of the offertory anthem, finom 
Mendelssohn's St. Paul, that chorale of chorales, 
"Sleepers, wake! a voice is calling!" broke grandly 
through the famished aisles and arches, with long-drawn 
perspectives of harmonic splendor, touching, over- 
whelming almost beyond words, and then he felt and 
knew that the great Advent hymn had met foul usage in 
the house of its friends and been done to death in irrev- 
erent hustling by choristers and organist. Thus hymns 
and tunes are slain and the people's worship stifled. 
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I HEAR THE ROBIN SING. 

( ROTHKEHLCHEN .) 



I as 



Fkanz Abt. 




1. I hear the rob - in gai - ly sing A - down the grassy lane, BCtlie her - aid of the 

2. I hear the rob - in gai - ly sing ! Sweet bird, thy notes to - day Thro' far blue sky and 
I . RothkehUhen singt imgrimen Grund, hell tont sfin lus - tig Lied, als He - rold machfs den 
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budding spring, ITiat softly comes a - gain. "l hear the brooklet's merry song That tells, in tones of 
gen - tie air Come like a po - et's lay ! They tell of warmth and beauty near, Of blooming bush and 
Fruhlingkund, der durck die Fluren zieht. Scknell hUpft dahin^ vom Eis befreit^ der Back durck^s blum^ge 
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glee, TJuit, tho' the ice enchained it long. It now is glad and free. My heart, thou too shalt 
tree. Of flowers to clothe the brown earth sere, Of love for thee and me. My heart, thou too shalt 
Thaly und grUsst nach banger Winterszeit des Len-zes Sonnenstrahl. Mein fferz, sing' mit den 
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ing thy lay With bird and brook of spring : My heart, thou too shalt sing thy lay With bird and brook of 



sing thy lay With bird and brook of spring ; My heart, thou too shalt sing thy lay With bird and brook 
frohen Grussy der durck die Erde klingt; Mein HerZy sing* mil denfroken Gruss, der durck die Erde 
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spring. Time shall bring hopes of thine to-day To summer blossoming, Time shall bring hopes of thine to- 
klingt; undkoffcj dass des FrUklings Kuss dein Gluck zur BlSUke bringty undkoffe^ doss des Fruklings 
m^k- m^^^ .^k*,^^ nf^* f^ \Kuts dein 




sum - mer blossom - ing, Time shall bring hopes of thine to-day, To sum - mer blossoming. 
GliUk - zur BlUtke bringt, und kof-fey dass des FrUklings Kuss dein GlUck zur BliUke bringt. 
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Doctrine itself is no more religion than time itself 
is a melody, or the backbone itself is an animal. Doc- 
trine is only the potential raw material of religion, and 
like other raw materials we use — ^silk, or cotton, or 
wool — it must pass into the higher form of fabric before 
it can be made available. As long as doctrine remains 
in the rudimentary form of raw material — as it comes, 
so to speak, from the sheep, or the worm, or the plant 
— its proper place is among the other dried specimens 
of the theological museum. Before it enters the sanc- 



tuary of praise, it should have passed from this con- 
dition into the higher phase of a fabric — a gannent 
not for a dead hypothesis, but for a living soul. It is 
this prosaic use of doctrine in its raw state, instead of 
that higher and less earthly condition in which it clothes 
itself in the singing robes of faith and trust and aspira- 
tion, which gives to many of our hymns, altered and 
unaltered, the heavy and wooden and wingless character 
they possess. To write a hymn without doctrine and 
conviction of some kind being taken for granted at the 



GLORIOUS THINGS^ ARE SPOKEN. 



Rossim. 
From " Samsok." 
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1. GIo - rious things of thee are spok - en, Zi -on, ci - ty of our God; 

2. See, the streams of liv - ing wa • ters, Springing from e - ter • nal love, 

3. Round each hab-i- p^ - ^ - tion hov'ring See the cloud and fire ap - pear! 
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not be brok - en, Formed thee for His own a 



He, whose word can - not be brok - en, Formed thee for His own a • bode: 
Well sup - ply thy sons and daughters. And all fear of want re • move: 
For a glory ,^ and a cov'ring. Show - ing that the Lord is near: — 




On the rock of a - ges found - ed — What can shake thy sure re - pose ! 

Who can faint while such a riv - er Ev - er flows thy thirst t' assuage? 
He who gives them dai - ly man - na. He who lis - tens when they cry,- 
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^ith sal - va • tion's walb sur - round - ed, Thou may'st smile at all thy foes. 
Grace, which, like the Lord, the giv - er, -Nev - er fails from age to age. 
Let Him hear the loud h o^ - san - na Ris - ing to His throne on high. 
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outset is, of course, impossible. Such a hymn as " Lead, 
kindly Light'* is full to overflowing of this unobtruded 
but fundamental necessity. It is a confession of faith 
from beginning to end. It contains a belief and im- 
plicit trust in God, not in any loose and general sense, 
but in a particular Providence watching every step in 
life. It contains a confession of sin, contrition for sin, 
and a supplication for forgiveness of sin, ending in the 
hope and faith of being led past all earthly dangers to 



a glorious immortality, expressed in as exquisite lan- 
guage as ever hallowed the purposes of prayer. In such 
a poem doctrine is not eliminated — ^it is spiritualized. 
It passes through the crucible of the poet's genius, and 
in the refining process the dead letter of doctrine dis- 
appears and the soul of it is all in all.— y. B, Selkirk, 
The firmness of a word and a gesture has often 
stayed a flying army, the fate of nations turning upon 
the tones of determination sounded by a single patriot. 
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SONG OF THE ANGELS. 

4- 



J. B. Dtkbs. 
E. H. r 



. Sbars, x86o. 



I. It came up -on the mid - night clear, Tnat glorious song of old. From angels bend - ins 



1. It came up -on the mid - night clear, Tnat glorious song of old. From angels bend - ing 

2. Still thro' the cloven skies they come, With peaceful wings unfurled; And still ce - les - tial 

3. O ye, beneath life's crush - ing load, Whose forms are bending low. Who toil a • long the 

4. For lo, the days are hast-'ning on, By prophet - bards fore-told, When with the ev - er- 
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the earth To touch their harps of gold : " Peace to the eaith, good • will to 

mu - sic floats O'er all the wea - ry world; A-bove its sad and low - ly plains 

climb -ing way. With painful steps and slow, Look up! for glad and gold - en nours 

cir - cUng years Comes round the age of gold I When Peace shall o - ver all the earth 
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From Heaven's all-gracious King :" The earth in solemn stillness lay, To hear the an - gels sing. 
They bend on heavenly wing, Andev-er o'er its Babel sounds, The bless-ed an -gels sing! 
Come swiftly on the wing: Oh, rest be - side the wea-ry road. And hear the an -gels sing! 
Its fin - al splendors fling. And the whole world send back the song Which now the an - gels sing ! 
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COME AND WORSHIP. 



Hbmky Suakt. 

J. MONTGOHBRY, 28x9. 
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1 . Angels, from the realms of glory. Wing your flight o'er all the earth ; Ye who sang ere - ation's sto - 17, 

2. Shepherds, in the field abiding. Watching o'er your flocks by night ; God with man is now residing, 

3. Sages, leave your contemplations ; Brighter visions beam afar ; Seek the great De - sire of nations, 

4. Saint^ before the altar bending. Watching long in hope and fear, SuddeiSy the Lord, descending. 



ff rf f ff f If ff p if p^ftf r m 



^s 



s 






I j I I i ^ I ^ A-men. 

Now proclaim Messiah's birth ! Come and worship, Come and worship, Worship Christ, the new-bom King. 
Yonder shines the infant-light : Come and worship, Come and worship.Worship Christ, the new-born King. 
Ye have seen His na-tal star: Come and worship, Come and worship,Worship Christ, the new-bom King. 
In His temple shall appear : Come and worship, Come and worship. Worship Christ, the new-bom King. 
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An epoch in the history of music was inaugurated 
by Bach's Mass in B minor in 1 733. The names of 
Bach and Handel throw a flood of glory over the eigh- 
teenth century. They were both bom in 1685, Bach 
at Eisenach, Handel at Halle. But though Bach was 
twice at Halle the two great masters never met. In a 
prosaic century these two great men united in their own 
sphere those tendencies of modem thought which 
brought about the revolution from the Italian art of 
Palestrina to the music of the present day.. But their 
destinies were widely different. Bach lived in poverty, 
Handel in competence. Bach lived in retirement and 
comparative obscurity, Handel in the blaze of publicity 
and fame. Handel, during his own lifetime, enjoyed 
an overwhelming popularity; but Bach, though he has 
affected quite as deeply the minds of modem composers, 
did not begin to produce a marked impression till fifty 
years after his death, and but for the influence of Mozart 



and Mendelssohn his music might pcssibly have even 
fallen into oblivion. It has been said by Schumann 
that " music owes to Bach almost as great a debt as a 
religion ow^es to its founder." Johann Sebastian Bach 
was one of a great family of musicians. His father early 
taught him 3ie violin, and, what was more important, 
inspired him with those deep feelings of piety which 
influenced all his life. Unhappily, however, the boy 
was left an orphan at the age of ten, and became de- 
pendent on Christoph, his uncongenial elder brother. 
The little Sebastian leamed his exercises with a skill 
and perfectness which gave his brother the extra trouble 
of constantly supplying new ones, and, perhaps, also 
awoke his jealousy. Christoph possessed a manuscript 
volume of music which he constantly studied, and which 
Sebastian longed to possess; but Christoph sternly re- 
fused to lend it. The precious book was locked up in 
a railed cupboard; but the little hands could pass 



CAST THY BURDEN ON THE LORD. 

Piu adagio. 
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From Oratorio of" Elijah.' 
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Cast thy bur • den upon the Lord; And He shall sus - tain thee; He 
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nev-er will suffer the righteous to fall; He is at thy right hand. Thy mercy, Lord, is 

Aitff.^He is at 
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great, And far a-bove the heav'ns. Let none be made ashamed That wait upon Thee! 
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through the rails, and, when opportunity offered, Se- 
bastian could not resist the temptation to abstract the 
book, and copy it surreptitiously. His pr(^;ress, how- 
ever, was very slow, as he could work at it only in the 
evening, and — since he was allowed no candles — only 
on moonlight nights. Still, with heroic perseverance, 
snatching his chances when he could, he was able in six 
months to copv out the much-coveted book. The task 
was hardly achieved when his brother discovered the 
boy's secret, and, with cruel tyranny, demanded the sur- 
render of the copy so laboriously made. Sebastian gave 
it up with tears, and saw it no more till the year 1698, 
when he was thirteen years old and his brother died. 
The death of his brother now threw the young orphan 
upon the world. Happily he had a fine soprano voice, 
and, trudging off to Lttnebui^g with a companion, he got 
an appointment as chorister in the school of St. MichaeL 



His education was thus provided for; but his passion for 
music made him often go on foot to Hamburg to hear 
Reinken at St. Catharine's Church, and even to Cclle to 
hear the Duke's French band. But the days of a chor- 
ister who depends on his voice are doomed, and, when 
Bach's voice failed, his outlook would once more have 
been dark had he not been appointed violinist, at the 
age of eighteen, to the Duke of Saxe- Weimar. In 1 703, 
he w as chosen organist at Amstadt. Living contentedly 
on less than ten pounds a year, he continued his studies, 
and, during the whole of his long, uneventful life, — 
until, like his great contemporary, Handel, he became 
blind shortly ^fore his death, — he devoted his whole 

Eowers to musical composition. He obtained various 
umble appointments as (»ganist, and lived in patri- 
archal simplicity, always struggling with poverty, bat no- 
ble, modest, and contented to thelast.^/^. W. Farrat 
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RISE FROM THY MOURNING. 




Gbrmam Mblody. 
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1. Rise, rise, free from thy mourn - ing, Light, light breaks from the sky; See, see, bright is the 

2. Come, come, sing to the Sav - iour, Love, love, beams from His eye; Haste, haste, share in His 

3. Praise, praise, yield Him with gladness, Earth, earth, ban-ish thy gloom, Where, death, where is thy 

4. Hail, hail, children a - dore Thee, Here, here, anthems we give. There, th^re, dwelling in 
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dawn - ing, Je - sns is ris - en on high. Rise, rise, rise, rise — ^Je - sus is ris • en on high, 
fa - vor. Worship the Saviour on high. Come, come, come, come,Worship the Saviour on high, 
sad - ness? Jc - sus returns from the tomb. Praise, praise, uraise, praise, Jesus returns from the tomb, 
glo - ly. Love in Thy life we'll receive. Hail ! hail ! ail hail ! Love in Thy life we'll re-ceive. 
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I. Home, home, can I forget thee. 
Dear, dear, dearly loved home? 
No, no, still I regret thee. 
Though I may far from thee roam. 
Home, home, home, home. 
Dearest and happiest home. 



Home, home, why did I leave thee? 
Dear, dear friends, do not mourn. 
Home, home, once more receive me. 
Quickly to thee I'll return. 

Home, home, home, home, 
Dearest and happiest home. 



EVENING HYMN. 



BisROP Kbn. 
John Hatton. " Dukb Strbst.' 
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1. Glo - ry to Thee, my 

2. For - give me. Lord, for 

3. Teach me to live, that 
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Thy dear 
I may 
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night, For all the bless - ings 
Son, The ills that I this 
dread The grave as lit • tie 
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of the light: 
day have done: 
as my bed; 
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Keep me, O keep me, King of 
That with the world, my • self, and 
Teach me to die, that so I 



kings. 

Thee, 

may 



Under Thine own 
I, ere I sleeps 
Tri-umphing rise 



Al - might • y wings, 
at peace may be. 
at the last day. 
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4. O may my soul on Thee repose. 

And with sweet sleep mine eyelids close : 
Sleep that may me more vigorous make 
To serve my God when I awake. 
VI— 9 



5. O when shall I, in endless day, 
Forever chase dark sleep away. 
And hymns divine with angels sing, 
Gloiy to Thee, eternal King? 
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In company with a group of travelers, I once visited 
the famous old chm-ch at Freiburg, to listen to the great 
organ which gives it its fame. The organist took his 
seat before the dumb instrument, and passed his hands 
lightly over the else silent keys. At his touch they 
responded, now sweet as the notes of a bird, now soft 
as human voices, now loud and jarring as the noise of 
a thimder storm. It was an hour never to be forgotten, 
as it revealed to me possibilities slumbering in the 
organ of which till, then I had no conception. The 
work of the teacher is not unlike that of the skilled 
organist He is to awaken in the heart of the child 
emotions and feelings ranging from the tenderest pity 



for helplessness to the most august reverence for the 
Creator of the universe. Not infrequently the teacher's 
work is conceived of as that of merely imparting instruc- 
tion, or at most of training the intellect. But this is a 
one-sided and narrow view of his ofBce. He has to 
do with the sensibility no less than with the intellect. 
He is to awaken feeling as well as to impart instruction. 
The soul is a unit. It cannot be separated into parts, 
as can the body. Its three great functions, knowing, 
feeling, «nd willing, are inter-related and mutually 
dependent. Knowledge awakens desire and desire 
influences the will. There can be no act of knowing, 
or of feeling which is not also an act of willing. Train- 



THE GASCON VESPERS 

Andante. 
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1. Hark ! the merry peal is ringing, List ye, how the bells around O'er Garonne's fair bonks* are flinging 

2. See them, dancing, chant the pleasure Of dielr rustic home so sweet. Changing now in mournful measure 
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Far and near their cheerful sound. Hark ye, how each Gascon maiden To ^e rising moon now sings, 
Tales of hapless love repeat. Haste then, stranger, join our chorus. Come and with our maidens, pray. 




While with sweets the night breeze laden Wafts their voices on its wings. Hasten, stranger, join our chorus. 
Join the happy group before us Chanting 'neath the moonlight ray. Hark ! the merry peal is ringing, 




Come and with our maidens, pray. Join the happy group before us Chanting 'neath the moonlight ray. 
List ye, how the bells aroun4 O'er the Garonne's Ixinks are flinging Far and near their cheerfm sound 
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ing to think must affect to some degree the capacity 
for feeling, as well as influence the will. It is impossi- 
ble to reach the sensibility except through the intellect. 
The training of the sensibilities should claim our serious 
attention, the capacity for feeling being one of the great- 
est faculties of the human soul. — T%05, J. Morgan. 

All the delights of music, all the charms of society, 
all the power of language, all the expressions of love, 
pity, anger, remorse, joy, and fear, which we encounter 
in our way through life — all are but the development of 
the one elementary perception of sound as conveyed to 
us thro' waves of the air in combination with the sus- 
ceptibility of the marvelous organ of hearing. — Morell. 



* Wandering one autumnal evening on the banks of 
the Garonne, where I was passing some time at the 
house of a friend, I accidentally approached some 
groups of peasantry who were chanting the vesper 
hymn. The time of the evening, the situation and 
scenery, together with the delightful harmony of the 
rustic choristers riveted me to the spot. At length, 
separating from one of the groups, a lively, interesting 
girl who had seen me at my friend's house, approached, 
and singing, with the characteristic gaiety of ner coun- 
try, an invitation to join her companions I permitted 
her to lead me to them, and soon learned also to bear 
my part in their songs and revels. — Notes of Travel 
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O poor little flower, On fresh stem erect, Could naught thee protect From frost's chilling pow'r ? O 
D,C — For life is the same To heart and to flower! For one, April's power, The other, love's flame, O 



bii f i r f r i ff i bbr if i itrn pl ^iT f ri ii yi 



''Ui^i\^ Jiy i J ii 'B 'g ll \ ^SV}% 



poor lit -tie flower! O poor lit - tie flower! Thy hue, ro - sy red, Hath vanished away; As 
poor lit -tie flower! O poor lit -tie flower! When hearts feintly sigh. Of all hope bereft. Like 
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first beam of day. Thy perfume hath fled. O poor lit -tie flower! O poor lit - tie flower I 
thee are they left. To per-ish and die. O poor lit -tie flower! O poor lit - tie flowerl 
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MINE OWN. 



D. M. MlTLOCK. 



^ 



K h K N K K 



As her name I keep re-peatinir, And I drink up joy like 
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1. Oh, how my heart is beating As her name I keep re-peating, And I drink up joy like 

2. Oh, how my heart is beating As her name I keep re-peating. In a mu • sic soft and 
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fine. 
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Oh, how my heart is beating As her name I keep re - peating. For the 
Oh, how my heart is beating As her name I keep re - peating, For the 
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dear -est girl is mine. She's rich, she's fair, beyond compare, Of noble mind, se-rene and kind, 
girl I love b mine. She owns no lands, has no white hands, Her lot is poor, her life ob - scure. 
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In reading the lives of great musicians one is struck 
with the wonderful ability they displayed in childhood. 
Mozart's child-life is perhaps the best known instance 
of this, having shown his passionate love for music as 
early as three years; he composed a minuet at four, and 
a year later wrote out what he composed. Then at six 
years old, he traveled with his father to the different 
courts, playing the piano before the nobility, who were 
amazed at the skill of the baby fingers. Hummel, 
Mozart^s first pupil, showed almost equal talenc. He 
began to learn the violin when four years old, and the 
piano and singing twelve months after. Under Mo- 
zart's instruction he became at nine years a marvellous 
pianist for his age. Beethoven, the greatest of all in 
the world of music, composed at thirteen. Mozart 
heard him play and exclaimed to a friend, " Mark that ! 
Some day you will hear ftom him." The Bach family 



are celebrated as musicians, and Johann Sebastian is 
regarded as the flower of his race for his beautiful work, 
" The Passion, according to St. Matthew." He studied 
the elements of music when he was a little over ten, 
and copied by moonlight a music-book that had been 
denied him by his elder brother, working over it six 
months. Handel's youth is another example of the 
strong love for music. His father wished him to be- 
come a lawyer and discouraged his desire for studying 
music, sending from the house all the musical instru- 
ments. But the boy managed, with the aid of his nurse, 
to get an old piano into the garret, and then, when 
every one was asleep, he practiced night after^ night. 
When he was nine years old his father took him to a 
palace to visit a relative who was employed there. 
Young Handel wandered into the chapel and soon 
found the keys of the organ. The duke heard him 



I'M SADDEST WHEN I SING. 

Andantt. 



T. H. Baylt. 
Hbnry R. BisHor. 
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1. You think I have a mer-ry heart, 

2. I heard them first in that sweet home 

3. Of all the friends I used to love, 



Because my songs are gay; 

I nev - er more shall see; 

My harp remains a - lone ; 



But oh I they all were 
And now each song of 
Its faith - ful voice still 
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taught to me By friends now far a - 
joy bur breathes In plain • tive tones for 
seems to me An ech - o of my 



way. The bird retains ite sil - ver note, Tho* 

me. A - las! 'tis vain in win - ter - time, To 

own. My teais, when I bend o - ver it. Will 
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bondage chains his wing, 
mock the songs of spring; 
fall up -on its string; 
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His song is not a 
Each note recalls some wii 
Yet those who hear me little 

0^ 



hap-py one; 

thered leaf; 

think 



I'm saddest when I sing. 
I'm saddest when I sing. 
I'm saddest when I sing. 
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and urged his father to cultivate his son's love for music, 
which opened the way for Germany's noblest oratorio 
writer. At eleven years Handel wrote hymns which 
were sung in the principal churches of his native town, 
Halle. In the Schubert household the father and his 
sons spent the evenings playing trios and quartets from 
Beethoven. Franz, the youngest boy, when not ten 
years old, took part, and played with taste and skill. 
Mendebsohn played the piano with ease at eight years 
and when he was a little older composed quartets, and 
even conducted an orchestra. Moscheles, the dear 
friend of Mendelssohn, played a difficult sonata of 
Beethoven's at seven, and could play from memory 
pieces he had once heard. When Robert Schumann 
was ten years old he heard Moscheles play, and was 
filled with the desire to study music. Now he is re- 
garded as one of the finest song-writers of Germany. 



Wagner's love for music sprang up in somewhat the 
same manner. He heard a symphony of Beethoven 
when a boy, and eagerly began to study music; seven 
years later he wrote a symfmony himself, which was 
well received. Choixn , Ae gifted Polish pianist, played 
at his first concert when he was only nine years old. 
Liszt was openly caressed by the prince for his render- 
ing of a certain piece at nine years old, and became the 
pet of the musical people in Vienna; Hiller wrote a 
rondo at eleven, and appeared in public a year later; 
Rossini composed an opera at sixteen. Clementi 
equalled good pianists at nine ; Haydn tried to compose 
a mass at thirteen ; Paganini played the violin at seven \ 
Meyerbeer gave his &st concert at six. — Davenport. 
Hearing is the sense through which all nature speaks 
to us in her manifold voices, excites the higher emo- 
tions, and feeds the sense of harmony, a menUl quality. 
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W. MOZAST. 
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1. A - way withmel-an-cbol-y! Nor dole -fill changes ring On life and human 

2. Then what's the use of sighing. While time is on the wing; Can we prevent his 

3. The rose will bloom re - fuse If plucked not in the spring; Life soon its fragrance 
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fol - ly. But mer-ri-ly, mer-ri-ly sing Fa la. Come on, ye ro - sy hours. Gay, 



fol - ly, But mer-ri-ly, mer-ri-ly sing Fa la. Come on, ye ro - sy hours. Gay, 
fly - ing? We*ll merri - ly, mer - ri - ly sing Fa la. If griefs, like A - pril showers, A 
lose, Then merri -ly, mer-ri-ly sing Fa la. Come then, ye ro - sy hours, Gay, 
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smiling moments bring; 
moment's sadness bring, 
smiling moments bring ; 



We'll strew the way with flowers, And merri - ly, merri - ly sing Fa la. 
Joy soon succeeds like flowers. Then cheerily, cheeri - ly sing Fa la. 
We'll strew the way with flowers. And merri - ly, merri - ly sing Fa la. 
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PRETTY PEAR TREE. 
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I . Out in a beau - ti - ful field. There stands a pretty pear tree, Pretty pear tree with leaves. 
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What is there on that tree? 



A ve 
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2. What is there on the branch ? 

A very pretty bough. 
Cko, Bough on the branch. 
Branch on the tree. 
Tree in the ground. Out in, &c. 

3. What is there on the bough ? 

A very pretty nest. 
Cho. Nest on the bough. 
Bough on the branch. 
Branch on the tree. 
Tree in the ground. Out in, &c. 

4. What is there in the nest ? 

A very pretty egg. 



CAo, Egg in the nest, 
Nest on the bough, 
Bough on the branch, 
Branch on the tree, 
Tree in the ground. Out in, &c. 

5. What is there in the egg? 

A very pretty Wrd. 
Cko. Bird in the egg, 
Egg in the nest. 
Nest on the bough. 
Bough on the branch, 
Branch on the tree. 
Tree in the ground. Out in, &c. 
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When St Aagustine defined a hymn as a " song of 
praise to God," he was speaking to an age and to an 
audience whose hymnology, both m character and ex- 
tent, was widely different from ours. Like everything 
else, the subject has widened with the process of the 
suns, and to restrict our hymns to subjects having 
reference only to direct adoration of the Almighty, it 
would be necessary to dismiss from our best collec- 
tions more than half of their contents. St. Augustine's 
definition, if at any time it ever did decide the difficulty, 
can no longer cover the immense area over which the 
modem hymn has dispersed, dif!used« and, in some 
cases, dissipated itself. Compilations of h3rmns grow 
so fast on every side, that it is hardly possible to form 
any correct estimate of their number, especially since 
it has become the fashion amongst many congregations 
outside the Established Churches, who generally keep 



to one, to have compilations of their own. In such a 
state of things, one naturally calls to mind St. Paul's 
rebuke to the Church of Corinth : " How is it, then, 
brethren ? when ye come together, every one of yoa 
hath a psalm, hath a doctrine," etc. But this super- 
fluity of hymns — ^if not of doctrine — ^happily corrects 
itself. It is apt to " die of its own too much." The 
tree bears more fruit than it can ripen, and the weak- 
lings wither off. Taking no account of the vast quan- 
tity of religious verse which every year issues from the 
press merely to die and make no sign, there are about 
twenty-five hundred hymns extant from which the com- 
piler can choose, and yet not more than ten per cent, 
of these are common to our best collections, so difficult 
is it for a hymn to reach that point of excellence which 
enables it to take a permanent place in both the religion 
and literature of the country, and at which it becomes 



WHILE WE SHED A TEAR. 



Joseph Addison. 
For Dscoration Day. 



%J Andante ctmes^ettione. W 1^ 



Andante c<m esprettione. 

1. While we shed a tear of feel-ing For the spirits that are fled,Whilewedrink a toast in 

2. Shall it e'er be said that freemen Weeping for the hosts who fell. Left forgotten those old 

3. Vet' rans worn in loy-al service, Friends when danger darkly pressed, Shall we not deserve their 
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silence To the mem'ry of the dead; When the flag b'erhead recalls us. Thousands 
vet'rans Who once fought so long, so well ? Those who, maimed and weak and wounded. On the 
blessing. Ere the a • ged sink to rest? Go, and gaze on wounds that smarted, In the 
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of the great and free. Who with dying cheers once shouted, " Freedom, Home, and Victory !" 
shore and on the wave. Now are claiming from their country Freedom's tribute to the brave, 

tug and toil of war ; Go, and give them, open-hearted. Something for each glorious scar ! 
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Impossible for any compiler, with credit to himself, 
to exclude it. If we take the number of hymns in a 
collection to average about five hundred — they usually 
run from four to six hundred — and deduct the ten per 
cent. — the two hundred and fifty we have spoken of as 
finding a place in every good hymnal — we are still left 
with two hundred and fifty which are more or less in- 
frequently used, and which are still undergoing that 
probationary existence in which their final merit is not 
yet set at rest. The gradual selection of the fittest in 
English hymnology has been the quiet work of genera- 
tion upon generation. Our best hymns have come to 
us through a slow but sure ordeal. Time has put 
them into his unfailing crucible, and though the net 
proportion of pure metal seems small beside the mass 
under assay, yet these two hundred and fifty hymns— 
or thereabout — ^which have passed through the experi- 



ment, constitute perhaps a more glorious anthology of 
sacred song than has ever been brought together in 
any language. That this refining process must be con- 
tinuous and unceasing, in order to meet the growing 
aspirations of the future, nothing proves more con- 
clusively than the past history of the subject. Life, 
spiritual as well as physical, is a finely adjusted balance 
between replenishment and waste. Stagnant water 
does not breed impurity more quickly than stagnant 
emotion in such a case, and the real vitality of the 
Church is probably more indebted to the receptivity 
and mobili^ of its hymnology than to all its articles of 
faith ; articles of subscription having a readier tendency 
to degenerate, by their very taken-for-granted fixity, 
into the mere husk and letter of religion , while our books 
of praise, by observance of this give-and-take law of life, 
retain their freshness and attractiveness.— y. B. Selkirk, 
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THE WOOD-HORN. 



1. How sweet -ly peal O'er hill and vale The wood-horn's winding notes, So long and 

2. And ev - 'ry tree Up - on the lea It waves so green and hale. So pure - ly 

3. All hearts rebound When first re - sound Our merry notes, twin-bom; Glad beat all 
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dear, 'Mid oak-wood sear, So long and clear The ech • o floats — The ech - o 
sweet The wa - ters meet, The wa - ters meet So pure - ly sweet A - down yon vale, 
hearts When ech - o starts, When ech • o starts, Glad beat all hearts, As winds our horn, 
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floats, 'Mid oak wood sear. So long and clear, The ech - o floats, ech - o floats, 
yon vale. The wa - ters meet So pure - ly sweet A - down yon vale, yon vale, 
our horn. When ech- o starts, Glaa beat all hearts. As winds our horn, our horn. 






SWING, CRADLE, SWING. 

Smoothly. 



GSOSGB COOPBS. 






1. Ba-by is a sail -or boy. Swing, cradle, swing; Sailing is the sailor's joy, Swing, cradle, 

2. Snowy sails and precious freight, Swing, cradle, swing ; Baby's captain , mother's mate. Swing, cradle, 

3. Never fear, the watch is set, Swing, cradle, swing; Stormy gales are never met. Swing, cradle^ 

4. Little eyelids downward creep. Swing, cradle, swing ; Now he's in the cove of sleep, Swing, cradle. 
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swing. Swing, cradle. Swing, cradle, Swing, cradle, swing ; Swing, cradle. Swing, cradIe,Swing, cradle, 

^ [swing. 
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When a part of the forces were encamped at Kene- 
saw Mountain the opposing armies were so near to 
each other that each could hear the bands of the other 
almost as plainly as their own. On the morning of 
July 4th the Union bands played our national airs, while 
those of the Confederate army gave Dixie and the 
Bonnie Blue Flag. For a time there was a contest as 
to which side could make the most noise, and after that 
had ended the Confederates, to the great surprise of 
the Union men, began playing If ail Columbia. Not 
to be outdone in courtesy one of the Union bands then 



played Dixie, and the interchange of compliments con- 
tinued through quite an extended programme. Enthu- 
iasm and generous feeling was the order of the day, 
but that night the very men who had been cheering 
each other were engaged in fierce skirmishing. While 
the two armies were in camp at Chattanooga there 
were twenty or thirty excellent bands on each side daily- 
playing their respective airs. One night, after most of 
them had retired from duty, three or four of the best 
bands in each army played for an hour or more, as if 
in rivalry. In the Union camp, after Hail Columbia 



GOD FOR US. 

March Styie. 



C. C. COMVBSSX. 
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1. God for us, — Our nation's hope is sure; God for us, — Our na-tion shall en - dure. 

2. Hand in hand We form the nation's bounds; God for us, The nation's song resounds. 

3. God for us, Our un - ion e'er shall be. Peace, good- will, A truefra-ter - ni - ty. 
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His the praise For our prosper - i - ty; 
With one flag O'er land and lake and sea; 
Union's might. When God the leader is, 
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His for peace and for u - ni - ty. 
One in heart, one in lib - er - ty. 
Wins for freedom all vie - to - ries. 
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Chorus. I I 
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North and South, and East and West, Sing, God and Union, home and liberty, God for us I 
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f Bugle Prelude, if desired. Spirited. 



f Bugle Interlude. 
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had been given, there would be cheer on cheer from 
ten thousand throats. Bonnie Blue Flag from the other 
side would be followed by an equal uproar from its 
supporters. At length a Union band struck up " The 
Girl I left behind me," and for a minute there was 
silence in the other camp; then a Confederate band 
caught up the refrain and the two played it together 
to the end. When they had finished there came, as if 
by common impulse, a succession of cheers horn, both 
camps, and then the pickets, throwing caution to the 
winds, stood and shouted together. — Chicago Herald, 



The national h3nain, " God for Us," which is suitable 
for national holida3rs, was written in 1887, by Charles 
Crozat Converse, of Erie, Pennsylvania, a song-writer 
of reputation and a gentlemen of fine attainments. Mr. 
Converse is a thorough musician, being a graduate of 
the Leipzig Conservatory. He wrote the American con- 
cert overture for the full orchestra at the famous Peace 
Jubilee in Boston. Much of his time has been spent in 
writing choral music and in studying the folk-songs of 
all nations, many of which are exceedingly rich in mel- 
ody, with a view to improving those of our own coontiy. 
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I . V^hen forced to bid fare - well to Loo, Pull away, my boys, pull away ! I did not know what 
a. But then if fidse should prove my fair, Pull away, my boys, pull away I I'd bum this lit - tie 




I should do. Pull away, pull a • way ! I left her weeping on the quay, She said she would be 
lock of hair. Poll away, pull a- way I If she be false and I be free, I'll sail again to the 
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true to me, As we sailed away to the Southern sea. Pull away, my boys, pull away. Pull away, pull away. 
Southern sea, Where there are plenty as good as 8he,Pnll away,my boys, pull away,'Pull away,pull away. 



boutnem sea, wnere tnere are plenty as gooa as sne,mu away,my tx>ys,puii away,'laili away,puu away. 
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way. For the wind must blow, and the ship must go. And loving souls must part. But the ship will tack, 
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tar come back To the first love of his heart. For the wind must blow, and the ship must go. And loving souls 




But the ship will tack, and tne tar come back To the first love of his heart, T 
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But the ship will tack 
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To the first love of his heart. 
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DRIFT, MY BARK. 

Contodo, /-» ^ I 



F. KuCKBlf. 

W. J. Wbtkors. 
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I . Drift, my bark, while stars are beaming In the cloudless evening sky ; Rock me while my love lies 

D, C, bark, my bark, while stars are beaming In the cloudless evening sky ; Rock me while my love lies 




floats. Sweet as siren's witching notes, O'erthe wave the witching notes, the siren's witching 
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esprest. 

notes, Drift my Sparkling billows, peace -fhl-ly. 0*er the wave sweet music floats, O'er the 




si • ren's witching notes, 
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W^ 



wave sweet mu - sic floats, As the si - ren's witching notes, As 



's witching 
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notes. 



Drifting onward, swift we're glid - ing, Lov - ing friends to meet once 
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^ rit boon to reach our native shore. Dnftme 
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Drifting on - ward,swiftwe*re 



more; O'er the rocking, rocking billows rid - ing, 




on - ward, swift we're gliding, 



O'er the rock - ing billows 




glid - ing. Loving ftiends to meet, Loving ftiends to meet, to meet once more, Loving friends to meet once more, 

[friends to 




^Jc-f^'i^Ab-'JJ ' J!^ ' ''^ "l^ ^^ '" '^''^°"^ 



meet once more. Loving friends to meet once more. Drift, my Sparkling billows, peacefully. Oer the 




wave sweet music floats, O'er thewavesweetmusicfloats, Sweet as d-ren's witching notes as the 
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si - ren's witching notes. O'er the wave sweet music floats, Sweet as si - ren's witching notes, O'er the 




wave sweet music floats, Sweet as si - ren's witcning notes, sweet music floats. 
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ONLY A YEAR AGO 

\Moderaio, \ ^ ^ ^^ 



P. Vhoto Tori. 
Wirm Meltixxb. 
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I. It came with the mer-ry May, love, It bloomed with the summer prime. In a 
3. 'Twas a plant with a deep • er root, love, Than the blighting east - em tree, For it 
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dy - ing year's decay, love, It brightened the fading time; I tho't it would last for a 
grew in my heart, and the fruit, love, Was bitter and baneful to me, The poison is yet in my 
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life, love, But it went with the win - ter snow. On - ly a year a - go, love, 
brain, love. The thorn in my breast, for you know, 'Twas on - ly a year a - go, love. 
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On - ly a year a - go I Only a year a - go, love, Only a year a • go ! 

On-ly a yeara- gol Only a year a - go, love. Only a year a - go! It 
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nev - er can bloom any more, love^ For the plow hath passed over the spot. And the 
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for -row hath left its score, love. In the place where the flow - ers are not. 
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gone like a tale that is told, love, Like a dream it hath fleeted. Although 'twas only a year a • 
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go, love, On-Iy a year a - go, 'Twas only a year a - go, love, Only a year a - go! 
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NOW THE MERRY SPRING. 
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1. Now the mer - ry Spring is here. Spring to ev - 'ry one so dear; Cold and 

2. Ev • 'ry bright and sun • ny day, O - ver hill and dale we stray. And up 

3. See the black-bird now is here, Mak - ing mu - ac far and nbar; See the 
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> on the 

yel - low 
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driv'n a - way By the warm sun's cheer - ful ray. Mer - ry birds and bu - sy bees 
vil - lage green Mer • ry gam - bols may be seen. Bat and ball, and crick - et bold, 
but • ter • cup On the green is spring-ing up! See the or - chard trees in bloom! 
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Flit a - bout the leaf - y trees. Soar - ing as they hum and sing. For they love the 
As the days in length un- fold; Oh, what pleasure does it bring, Mer - ry, gen • tie, 
Vio - lets shed their sweet perfiime. Let us join the mirth and sing Cheerfid songs for 





ll\'\\\^ \ l\,}\^l ■fUiJ iii 



y^~\ ^ ^ ? ? — ^ — I — w — ^ 

pleasant Spring; Soar -ing as they hum and sing. For they love the pleas -ant Spring, 

balm - y Spring; Oh, what plea -sure does it bring, Mer - ry, gen - tie, balm - y Spring, 

lu^-py Spring; Let us join the mirth and sing Cheerful songs for hap-py Spring, 
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No civilization can prosper without music. We must 
have it in the churches, and we ought to have it in 
every home. We request it at our funerals and engage 
it for our festivities. In fact, the more the public l^- 
comes educated the more it demands the ministry of 
music. Stop for a moment and think what a set of 
beggars the public are constantly making of themselves, 
upon the hands of persons accomplished in the art of 
music. They are constantly looking after the singers 
and players, and calling on them for music at church 
fairs, church benefits, public and private charities, soci- 
ety schemes, festivals and funerals, ad infinitum^ and a 



<< Thank you," is too often all that is given in retnm. 
If the public would take as much interest in furthering 
the means for making singers as they do in using them 
after they are made, it would not only show a better 
spirit of reciprocity but would soon increase the supply 
of singers and players, and the necessary demands of the 
public for musical aid, as a charity, would not, as now, 
be a burden put upon the few but might rather be 
enjoyed by the many. But the time is coming when 
the sentiment in favor of music, or that branch of the 
art which embraces singing, will overcome every objec- 
tion, and we shall have it in the school-room the same 
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THE CUCKOO. 

Allegro. 
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I. A lit - tie boy 



r 



boy went out to shoot one day, And carried his arrows and bow ; For 

2. "Just wait," said the boy, "till I'm near enough. And see if I don't shoot you through," "D'ye 

3. The lit- de boy drew up his bow to his eye, And aimed it right straight for awhile; The 
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uns are dan - gerous playthings, they say. In the hands of small children, you know, A 
bink," said the bird,'* that I'm not up to snuff, To sit and be shot at by you? I 
lit - de bird laughed and away it did fly, "A miss is as good as a mile," The 
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lit -tie bird sat on a cher - ry tree. And whistled and said,« No, you can't shoot me." 
think you are re - al - ly kind, dear sir, An ar • row is not to my mind, dear sir." 
lit - tie boy threw down his bow and cried, The lit • tie bird laughed till it al - most died. 
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Cuck - 00, cuckoo, cuck • 00, cuckoo, cuck - 00, cuck - 00, cnck - 00. 
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as any other branch of study now found in the curric- 
ulum. Objectors may say that it is useless and fooUsh 
to spend time in singing that is needed in getting a 
knowledge of the "three R's;" but such objections 
cannot long prevail against the fact that, as a rule, our 
best schools — and by this we mean the public schools 
that send out the most thoroughly-trained pupils — are 
schools that have music in ti^e curriculum of study. 
Another fact affirmed by teachers most competent to 
judge, is that pupils who make the most effort in music 
almost invariably stand highest in other directions. We 



do not say that those who do the best singing stand 
highest, for this is not always true. Nature has given 
much musical talent to some very lazy people, and these 
often excel m that part of the work which requires no 
special effort. The pupil who applies himself in the 
music lesson gets from it power and purpose to do his 
other work well. The well-regulated teaching of music 
is, in every way, of immense help to the public school, 
and many a teacher of but average ability, without being 
singer or musician, can efficiently conduct the study 
and practice of singing in the schools. — W. T. Giffe, 
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LITTLE ORPHANT ANNIE. 

Allegretto. 



Jambs Whitcoiib Rilby. 
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1. Lit - tie orphant Annie's come to our house to stay, An' wash the cups and saucers up, an' 

2. Onc'tthey was a lit - tie boy wouldn't say bis pray'is; An' when he went to bed 'at night, a - 

3. An' one time a lit - tie girl 'ud alius laugh an' grin, An' make fun of ev • er' • one, an' 

4. An' little (xphant Annie says 'at when the blaze is blue. An' the lampwick sputters, an' the wind 
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brush the crumbs away. An' shoo the chickens off the porch, an' dust the hearth, an' sweep, An' 
way up stairs, His mammy heerd him hoi - ler, and his daddy heerd him bawl, An' 

all her blood an' kin. An' onc't when they was compa - ny an' some ole folks was there. She 
goes woo - 00 ! An' you hear the crickets quit, an' the moon it is gray. An' the 
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make the fire, an' bake the bread, an' earn her board an' keep; An' all us other children, when 
when they turn't the kiwers down, he wasn't there at all ! An' Uiey seeked him in the rafter room, and 
mocked 'em an' she shocked 'em, an' she said she didn't care ! An' thist as she kicked her heels, an' 
lightnin' bugs in dew is all squenched away. You better mind yer parents, an' yer 
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sup-per things is done. We set a - round the kitchen fire, an' has the mostest mn A- 



sup - per things is done. We set 
cub -by hole, an' press. An' seeked him up the chimbly flue, an' ever'wheres, I guess, But 
tumt to run and hide. They was two great big Black Things a - standin' by her side. An' they 
teachers fond an' dear, An' chur - ish them 't loves you, an' dry the orphant's tear, An' 
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Last line tff ver*e may he an octave lotuer/or amusing effect. 
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lisf nin' to the wi tch tales 'at Annie tells about. An' the gobble-uns 'at gits you ef vou don't watch out ! 
all they ever found was thist his pants an' roundabout ! An' the gobble-uns'II git you ef you don't watch out ! 
snatched her thro' the ceilin' 'fore she knew what she's about ! An' the gobble-uns'll git you ef you don't 
help the pore an' needy ones 'at clusters all about, Er the gobble-uns '11 git you ef you don't watch out ! 
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I KNOW A BANK 

Allegretto. 



SHAXSPBAmS. 

Chas. E. Horn. 
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1 . I know a bank whereon the wild thyme grows, I know a bank whereon the wild thyme grows. Where 

2. I know a bank whereon the wild thyme grows, With sweet musk roses and with eglantine; There 
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ox - lips, and the nodding violet blows, Where ox-lips and the nodding vio- let blows, I 
Sleeps Tl - tan - ia sometimeof the night. Lulled in these fiow'rs with dances and delight, I 
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Sti^rmmo Sola, oMigmto. 
Allegretto. 
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know a bank whereon the wild thyme grows, Tbe wild thyme grows. There sleeps the fiury qneen. 
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There sleeps the fai - ry queen. 



sleeps sometune of the night. 
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Lulled w theur flowers, With dances and de - light. With dan-ces and de- 
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la, la, la, la, la. 



FRANKLIN SQUARE SONG COLLECTION. 



MS 



dan-ces and de- light, 
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With dan-ces and de - Ught. 
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light, With dan-cet and de • light, and de - ught. With dan 



wat.. - 



^ 



tgjf 



^■^^— »- 




■^rJ * II W I ^ ^ J > J [ rJ rJTglg J - J 



ces and de- light. With dances and de- light, with dances and de- 
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light, With dan 



ces, dan 
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ces and de - light. 
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JOYOUS SONG. 



I. W»e it not for joy - ous song. What were all life's treasure? W^o would care to 



not for joy - ous song. What were all life's treasure? Who would care to 

2. When the heavy hours drag on, Heavy hours still bringing. And the sun - ny 

3. Larks that soar in up - per air, Nightin - gales in bow - ers, Birds that sing in 
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lin - ger long, Reft of tru - est pleas -ure? What best is it soothes the soul? 
skies seem gone, What so wise as sing- ing? Cheer- i - ly the while we sing, 
mea-dows lair. Fly - ing midst the flow • ers, — How they war- ble! Sky and grove 
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What the heart re - joi - ces? 'Tis the burst of hap-py song, Blending happy voi -ces. 
Flies the lightened hour; Dullness lifts his drooping wing. Roused by music's power. 

With their sweet notes ringing I We, like them, will ev - er - more Cheer the hours with singing. 
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My father spent tlie morning hours in helping me 
with my studies, and in the evening loved to near me 
play to him on the piano or organ in the drawing-room. 
He himself played well on the pianoforte and often 
accompanied me when I played the violin. I believe 
young ladies now-a-days [>ay more attention to that 
unrivalled instrument, but in those days it was not so 
common. I had learned it so young that I had no 
remembrance of begrinning to play, and in many a 
lonely hour of my life the violin has been my dearest 
companion and friend. I remember how he threw his 



whole soul into the duets we played together — the ten> 
der melodies of Mozart and the pathetic harmonies, 
of Spohr. . . My father and I spent our usual peaceful 
evening, only I could not help humming over, and 
strumming on my violin, Mendelssohn^s beautiful air, 
"For He shall give His angels chaige over thee," 
and — ^in thought of that poor sorrow-laden spirit — 
Spohr's "Blest are the departed," and going to bed 
that night I think I prayed more earnestly than ever 
before for all who are in sorrow here or beyond, in th& 
wide realm of that Father who pitieth all his children. 



GOOD-BYE, SWEETHEART. 

AndanU c<mmot0. \ | j^ 



J. L. Hattor. 




1. The bright stars fade, the mom is breaking. The dewdrops pearl c 

2. The sun is up, the lark is soaring, Loud swells the song of chan 



and leaf ; And 
ti-cleer; The 




from thee my leave am tak - ing. With bliss too brief, with bliss too brief, with 
lev - 'ret bounds o'er earth's soft fkx>r • ing, Yet I am here, yet I am here, yet 
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bliss 
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too brief. How sinks my heart with fond alarms. The tear is hid • ins 

am here. For since night's gems from heav'n did fade, And mom to flo - nu 
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in mine eye, ^r time doth thrust me from thine arms. Good-bye, sweetheart, good • bye! Good - 
lips doth lue, I could not leave thee, though I said, Good-bye, sweetheart, good - t^e ! Good • 
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bye, sweetheart, good-bye ! For time doth thrust me from thine arms, Good-bye, sweetheart, good-bye. 
bye, sweetheart, good-bye I I could not leave thee, though I said, Good-bye, sweetheart, good-bye. 
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Franz Abt. 
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1. Fragrant air er-'rywhere, Blue the sky a-bove; Oh, how sweet on light feet 

2. Wood so wide, verdant pride, Thou my dearest home; Song and sound, idl around, 
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Round about to rove. Zephyrs play with balmy flow-ers, And how charming - ly 
Call me forth to roam. And in joy and ad-mi- ra-tion. Thus a- long I rove. 




Mer - ry birds in ver • dant bowers Tune their mel - o - dy. La, la, la, la, 

Prais • ing loud the Lord's ere - a • tion, And His boundless love. La, la, ^ la, la, 




la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la. 
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BROTHER AND I. 



S. B. Ball. 
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1. We love to go each day to school. Brother and I, brother and I ; And be the weather foul or fine, 

2. We meet our faithful teacher there. Brother and I, brother and I ; She teaches to be good and true, 

3. Our little schoolmates, too, we meet, Brother and I , brother and I ; And tho' we love to talk and play, 
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When it draws near the hour of nine,We haste to school, his hand in mine. Brother and I, brother and I. 
And helps us with our lessons too, Without her care what should we do, Brother and I, brother and I. 
We must not loi - ter on our way, But try to stu - dy while we may. Brother and I, brother and I. 
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Every schoolboy has been taught how easy it is to 
convert sense into nonsense by defective elocution ; and 
in my childhood the illustrations of this were commonly 
taken from the Bible. We used to hear of an imaginary 
clergyman who read, ** The old prophet said unto his 
sons, * Saddle me the ass,' and they saddled him.^^ It 
would not be difficult to multiply example. Now, 
English songs, generally speaking, have been set to 
music, and they are very often sung by persons who 
have never learned to read. I do not mean by those 
who, in the words of Dickens, are " unfamiliar with the 
shapes and in utter darkness as to the meaning of the 
mysterious symbols so abundant over the shops and at 
the comers of the streets and on the doors, and in the 
windows ;" but only by those who have never acquired 
the art of expressing the sense of a written composition 
by the careful management of the voice. The conse- 



quence is that the tones required by the accompaniment 
are frequently at hopeless variance with those required 
by the meaning of the words; and the performers, as a 
rule, do not even seem to be aware of the descrepancy , 
far less to look upon it as an evil. There is a popular 
ballad containing a sentence which ends with the word 
" sleeping," and which should be read slowly and with 
an emphatic falling inflection. This sentence is so set 
to music that it is sung rapidly upon an ascending scale, 
and the word ** sleeping" is at last brought out with a 
shriek which might wake the dead. For very many 
people, an English song, as it is too often composed 
and executed, is unsatisfactory in a sense which they 
might often be tmable to explain ; and they not unnat- 
urally prefer a song in a foreign language which they 
do not understand, and in which, therefore, a complete 
divergence of the sense from Uie music may easily 



THE TREE OF ODENWALD. 
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1 . There was a tree iA O - denwald, With flowers of palest green, And there the humming honey - 

2. The wood-lark there, and linnet wild, Sang in the flow - *ry tree; While oft I paced the grassy 

3. There was a tree in O - denwald, A fresh and blooming tree. Where oft I paced the grassy 
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bees All summer long were seen. The violets on the grassy bank Were blu-er than else- 

turf With one most dear to me. When late at au - tumn I returned, The singing birds had 

turf With one most dear to me. That tree is dead in O • denwald. And I am o*er the 
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where. And oft I staid, till dew - y eve, To weave fresh gar -lands there, 

flown. The tree was bare, the vio - lets dead, And I was all a - lone, 

sea; And birds, and flowers, and her I loved, Are all a dream to mef 
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escape their observation. A short time ago I was in- 
vited to an <* at home." When I arrived the house was 
very full, but an American lady, Mrs. E. A. Osgood, of 
Boston, was singing *< Home, sweet home," and to say 
that a pin might have been heard to drop would give 
only an inadequate idea of the intensity of the listening 
and of the absoluteness of the silence. There was not 
in the crowded room the rustle of a dress, there was 
hardly an unrestrained breathing. The singing of this 
lady bore to that which one is accustomed to hear, the 
sort of relation which the reading of the late Mr. Bellew 
lx)re to that of a class of Sunday school children. Every 
syllable had its just emphasis, every word its accurate 
expression. The perfect simplicity and pathos of the 
old ballad were increased tenfold by its association with 
the music. Still more strange to relate, the accompani- 
ment was played by a gentlemen who abstained from 



independent fireworks on his own account. He did nnt 
drown the exquisite modulation of the voice at the most 
tender or expressive passages, nor did he even sit on the 
keyboard in the intervals between the stanzas. The 
singer was steadied and supported by a gentle ripple of 
sweet melody, and that was all. At the conclusion of 
the song the tribute paid to the artist was of no common 
order. The occasion was not one which could be satis- 
fied by such phrases as << Thanks, how charming." I am 
quite sure that if people who aspire to sing English 
songs would first learn to read them, and then refuse 
to sing them to improper accompaniments, we should 
soon hear less of the choice songs in foreign languages 
for the delectation of English audiences, nor would the 
most appropriate motto for our singers and composers 
continue to be. Vox etpraferea nihtt, "voice and noth- 
ing besides," as too often at present. — London Times. 
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BASSETI. 



Fkanz Abt. 
J. £. Carpbmtbr. 
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1. He who calls a heart his own holds a precious treas - ure, There*s no jewel near the throne 

2. He who can a secret keep knows no jealous feel - ing, Love has never cause to weep 

J - 
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that can yield such pleas - ure; 
that is worth re • veal - ing; 



Tho' a-near or far, yet faithful if that heart be, Tho* a- 
Oft a careless word may rive two faithful hearts. Oft a 
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near or far, yet faithful if that heart be, Ev - er hap-py, ev - er free, still no 
careless word may rive two faithful hearts, so Let the veU be light - ly spread o'er the 
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sor - row can he see, Ev - er hap - py, ev - er free, still no sor - row can he see, 
faults of those a - way. Then while you the se - cret keep, ne'er shall you have cause to weep. 
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PEACE TO THE BRAVE. 



Wh. T. Adams. 



Dirge. ^ ^ ^ -*- ^ 



1. Peace to the brave who no - bly fell *Neath our flag, their hope and pride! 

2. Hal - lowed for - ev - er be the graves Where our mar - lyrs dream - less sleep ! 

3. No - bly they died in freedom's name, Died our coun - try's flag to save ; 
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They fought like he - roes long and well. Then like he - roes died. 
Co - lum - bia, weep thy fal - len braves. But tri - um - phant weep! 
For - ev - er sa - cred be their fame, Green their hon - ored grave! 
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Robert Schumann was bom in the Saxon town of 
Zwickau, in 1810. WTien the boy showed decided 
talents for music, everybody was surprised, for gifts of 
this sort were not bestowed upon any other member 
of the Schumann family. The boy's talent developed 
so rapidly that in his eighth year he already composed 
dance tunes. In the summer of 1 8 1 9 he met Moscheles 
at Karlsbad. The musical performances of this great 
artist aroused in the young boy's heart a great desire 
to become a pianist. The spirit of activity was awak- 
ened and displayed itself to such an extent that upon 
his return to Zwickau, he knew but one pleasure, but 
one duty, and this was to practice. The study of the 



masters proved to be a daily source of new inspiration. 
His gifts now began to attract general attention in his 
native city, and as a result he was drawn into all music- 
loving circles. His father was a man too well educated 
not to realize the fact that a musician needs more than 
artistic skill. The boy was, therefore, sent to the gym- 
nasium and expected to enter the university, when sud- 
denly his father died. This was a great loss to the 
young aspirant for musical honors and he grieved sorely 
over it. His mother was opposed to the farther con- 
tinuance of his musical studies, and demanded that he 
should study law. With this end in view he entered 
the University of Leipsic in 1828. He was obedient. 



0H6! MAMMAI 



F. p. Tosn. 
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Modtrato. 

1. Ah! when quick flash - ing fell on me, That glance so bright and ten - der, 

2. No Ion - ger rows the si - lent bark. On gen • tie rip - pies danc - ing, 

3. With love di - vine was heav'n o'erspread, Love o - ver - spread the o - cean. 
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Ttnderly, varud txprtssioHf Uut v*rt€ wtort shwly. 
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ens. a tempo. 



My heart would fain surren. - der. Oh - ^ ! mamma !' Oh - 6 ! mamma ! And ere with trerobline 



My heart would fain surren. - der. Oh - ^ ! mamma !' Oh - 6 ! mamma ! And ere with trembling 
Oh, vis - ion, soul - entranc - ing. Oh - 6 ! mamma ! Oh - 6 ! mamma I Be - neath a bank of 
To him be life's de - vo - tion, Oh - 6 ! mamma! Oh - 6 ! mamma ! Oh, that e - the - real 
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eag- er-ness His faithful love was proffered. Had mine un-told been of- fered, Oh* 
sil - v'ry cloud, The radiant moon re - ced • ed, While drifts the boat un • heed - ed, Oh- 
ec • sta - sy! Dream as if heav'nward tak - en! And now, a - lasl to wak - en! Oh- 
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ohil 
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i, manuna! oh6!* 



mamma! 



mammal 



mamma ! oh6 ! 



^ 1^ I^ 1^ •Oh-Aay, MamMa / " Alas, MamMa / " (a as in far). "A Dream of Love." 
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but his heart was not in his studies. Here he led a 
lonely, retiring life. He never was at home among 
those students who sought diversion and pleasures in 
revelry, and his spare hours were spent at the piano. 
He was also a diligent reader and a great admirer of 
Richter. They were kindred spirits, and throughout 
his life, or at least until the latter part of it, the musi- 
cian was strongly under the influence of the literatuer. 
The beautiful in poetry never failed to touch his heart. 
Sing his songs and observe how near he always draws 
to the poet's finest sentiments and how nobly he ex- 
presses them in tones. Yet Schumann studied law, 



practicing music merely as a recreation. He next visited 
Heidelberg, and studied diligently, often spending sev- 
en hours daily at the piano. His great skill as a pianist 
attracted the attention of all the students, and he was 
finally induced to appear as concert player. He met 
with unbounded success, and it was reasonable to sup- 
pose that he would not again leave the career of a 
public player. But he returned again to his law books, 
obedient to his mother's wishes, battling manfully with 
the inner promptings of his nature, which made it a 
constant struggle between obedience and inclination. 
As in his early youth he was powerfully impressed by 
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Moscheles, so now he yielded to the channing influence 
of that wizard of a violinist, Paganini. Earnestly beg- 
ging his mother to allow him to devote himself exclu- 
sively to the study of music, at last and most reluctantly 
she gave her consent and the world that hitherto seemed 
cheerless as a prison now became as sunny as a flower- 
garden. He at once left Heidelberg and returned to 
Leipsic, where his reputation as a musician was to be 
made. He labored diligently and practiced much, in 
order to gain a good technique, but he was not to be- 
come famous as a pianist. Through overwork he lost 
the use of his middle finger and finally of the entire 
right hand, and thus came to naught all his aspira- 



tions for honors as a pianist. What seemed to be his 
loss was no doubt the great gain of the entire art world. 
Schumann, now so much admired as a composer, did 
not at once find an open path for fame. He first at- 
tracted attention as a newspaper writer and critic. He 
who has once learned to love his compositions, usually 
remains a true and faithful disciple. So he who once 
reads his literary productions, will re-read them with 
increasing interest. Schumann loved Clara Wieck, the 
daughter of his former teacher and herself a noted 
pianiste. Many of his works, especially his Concerto, 
his Sonata in F sharp minor, his Kreisleriana, etc., are 
all the outflow of his love towards the object of his 



THE LOTUS FLOWER. 



H. Hkinb. 
R. Schumann. 
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The timid lotus fJower, Fearing the sun's strong light. Doth, with her fair head drooping, Await all dream - 
DU Lotos 'blu-me dngsHgt, sUh vor der Sonne Prachiy und mitgesenk - tern Haupte er - wartet su 
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i - ly the night. The moon is her fond lov- er; On • her he sheds his rays, Her charms his light un- 
trdununddie Nacht, Der Mondder ist ihr Buhie, er weckt sie mit seinem Licht^ und ihm enischleiert tie 




O 

veil-ing. Her meek eyes meet his gaze. All glowing, kindling, paling, She, trembling, gazes a - 
freundlich ihr frommes Blutnenge sicht, Sie binhi undgl&ht und leucAtet, und starret stumm in die 

'^JTjUiHr: 




bove. Her sighs in sweet perfume exhaling. With love and the sorrow of love, With love and the sorrow of love. 
Iloh^ sie du/M und weinet undxittert^ vor Liebe und Lie-bes-weh^ vor Liebe und Lie-bes - weh. 
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affections. Many were the obstructions in the way of 
his marriage with Clara, and his hopes and fears as 
well as his joys of realization speak to us out of some 
of his works, especially his songs. In 1840 they were 
married, and a truly happy union it was. He lived in 
Leipsic until 1S44, incessantly working, bul always 
leading a retired life. The same is true of his career 
in Dresden. Everywhere his noble wife was his good 
angel, on all occasions she was the medium between his 
sensitive heart and the world. They made several 
miited concert tours, enjoyed many hours of bliss, but 
alas ! the hoars of trial were near at hand. His mother 



before him suffered from a nervous disease, one of his 
sisters had passed away mentally afHicted, and this 
terrible destroyer was about to cut short the career of 
the noble man himself For a time this trouble seemed 
to be averted, a brief residence in the cheerful and 
artistic Dusseldorf seeming to have a most beneficial 
effect upon his health, but the relief was only temporary. 
His end was drawing rapidly near, for what was at firet 
supposed to be merely nervous prostration, culminated 
in insanity. The rest of his sad life was spent at the 
Enderich asylum, where he was fondly cared for by 
loving hands, and where, in 1 856, he died.— A'ar/ Merz. 
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Many of the old Scotch melodies were taken from 
the rude performances of wandering pipers who pre- 
served, through generations^ the unwritten popular airs 
of this land of mountain, and of song. The beautiful 
and often touching airs of the Scottish Highlands, to 
which Bruce and Wallace listened with manly pride 
and gentle sympathy, and which Bums and Scott and 
others have preserved by their poetic numbers, have 
been consecrated, not only to national pride and feel- 
ing, but to the regard of all lovers of simple and grace- 
ful melody. The version of Auld Lang Syne which 
Bums contributed to Johnson's Museum, and which 
has since become so universal a favorite, is marked in 



that publication as an old song with alterations. In 
his correspondence, Bums says ne took the song down 
from an old man. Had he been its author he would, 
hardly have S]X)ken with such raptures regarding it. 
"Light be the turf," he says, "on the breast of the 
Heaven-inspired poet who composed this glorious 
fragment ! " The air to which it is sung is not the 
original, which Bums pronounces common-place, but 
one adapted frx>m an old Lowland melody. The first 
four lines of " My hearths in the Highlands ** belong 
to an old ballad entitled " The strong Walls of Derry ; " 
the rest were added by Bums. John Anderson My 
Jo, was written by Bums in 1789, to a very old tune. 



A MAN'S A MAN FOR A' THAT. 

Allegretto. _ 



RoBBST Burns. 
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1. Is there, for hon - est pov - er - ty Wha hangs his head, an' a' that? TKc 

2. What tho' on hame-ly fare we dine. Wear hod - din grey, an' a' that? Gie 

3. Ye see yon bir - kle, ca'ed a lord, Wha struts an' stares, an' a' that ; Tho' 

4. A king can make a belt- ed knight, A mar - quis, duke, an' a' that; But an 

5. Then let us pray that come it_ may, As come it will for a' that,' That 
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coward slave we pass him by, We dare be poor for a' 
fools their silks, an' knaves their wine, A man's a man for a' 
hundreds worship at his word. He's but a coof for a' 
hon - est man's aboon his might, Gude faith, he mauna fa' 
sense an' worth, o'er a' the earth. Maun bear the gree an' a' 



that. For a' that, an' 

that. For a' that, an' 

that; For a' that, an' 

that! For a' that, an' 

that; For a' that, an' 



a' that, Our 

a' that. Their 

a' that. His 

a' that, Their 

a'^ that. It's 
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toils obscure, an' a' that; The rank is but the guinea's stamp, The man's the gowd for a' that, 

tin - selshow.an' a' that; The hon -est man, tho' e'er sae poor, Is king o' men for a' that, 

rib - bon, star, an' a' that. The man of in - de- pendent mind Can look and laugh at a' that, 

dig - riities an' a' that. The pith o' sense, the pride o' worth. Are higher ranks than a' that, 

com - in' yet for a' that. That nian to man, the warld o'er. Shall brothers be for a' that, 
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The original John is said to have been the town piper 
of Kelso. Bums wrote but two verses, though others 
have been added to this charming ballad. " A man's 
a man for a' that" was written by the same author in 
1794. He sent it to Thompson's Q)llection with the 
note : " A great critic, Aikin, on songs says that love 
and wine are the exclusive themes for song-^^Titing. 
The following is on neither subject, and consequently 
is no song, but will be allowed, I think, to be two or 
three pretty good prose thoughts inverted into rhyme." 
The first two verses of the beautiful song, " Of a' the 
airts the wind can blaw," were written by Bums in 
X788. The music was by William Marshall, and was 



partly founded on an old tune called " The lowlands 
of Holland." The words of Highland Mary were 
written to the old air of " Kath'rine Ogie." " The 
birks of Aberfeldy" was composed by Bums in 1787, 
to an old tune of the same name, while standing under 
the falls of Aberfeldy, near Moness, In Perthshire. 
The tune is found in an old collection printed in 1657. 
It is not known with certainty who wrote ** There's 
nae luck about the house." Bums says of it: "This 
is one of the most beautiful songs in the Scots, or any 
other language. About the year 1772, it first came 
on the streets as a ballad; and I su[^x>se the compo- 
sition of the song was not much anterior to that period.'* 
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GO DOWN, MOSES. 
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1. When Is-raelwas in Egypt's land, Let my peo-ple go! Op-press'd so hard they 

2. O come along, Moses, youTl not get lost. Let m^ peo- pie go! Stretch out your rod, and 
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could not stand, Let my peo - pie go ! Go down, Mo - ses, 'Way down in 
come a - cross. Let my peo - pie gol Go down, Mo • ses, 'Way down in 

^ rl> J- V, ^ 
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Way down m 
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E - gypt land, Tell ole Pha - raoh. Let my peo 
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peo - pie go ! 



^ 



3. As Israel stood by the water side, 

Let my people go ! [vide, 

At the command of God it did di- 



4. Ole Pharaoh said he'd go across. 

Let my people go ! 
But Pharaoh and his host were lost, 



5. take your shoes from off your 

Let my people go ! [feet, 

And walk mto the golden street 



PHARAOH'S ARMY. 
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Moderate. Faster. 

1 . Gwine to write to Massa Jesus, To send some valiant soldiers, To turn back Pharaoh's army, Halle - 

2. If you want your souls converted. You'd better be a - praying. To turn back Pharaoh's army, Halle - 

3. You say you are a soldier, Fighting for your Saviour, To turn back Pharaoh's army, Halle - 




lu ! To turn back Pharaoh's army, Halle-lu - jah ! To turn back Pharaoh's army, Hallelu ! To 
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Hal-Ie - 



turn back Pharaoh's ar- my, Hal • le - lu - jah! To turn back Pharaoh's army, Hal- le - lu! 
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4. When the children were in bond- 

They cried unto the Lord ; [age. 
He turned back Pharaoh's army, etc. 



5. When Moses smote the water. 

The children all passed over, 
And turned back Pharoah's army. 



6. When Pharaoh crossed the water» 

The T^aters came together. 
And drowned old Pharoah's army. 
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Henry Carey, author of Sally in our Alley, was bom 
about 1663. He was a prolific writer of songs, but one 
or two of which are still widely sung. His fame rests 
mainly upon this one song which touched the popular 
heart, and which was, indeed, one of the most popular 
songs ever written in England; answers to it, parodies, 
and imitations appeared almost without number. So 
well known is it at this day, and so full of life and char- 
acter, that the artist Abbey has recently given it elaborate 
illustration in his charming edition of " Old Songs," 
issued by the Harpers. In the third edition of his 
poems, Carey gives an account of its origin as follows : 
<* The real occasion was this : A shoemaker's 'prentice, 
making a holiday with his sweetheart, treated her with 
a sight of Bedlam, the puppet shows, the flying chairs, 
and all the elegancies of Moorfields; from whence 



proceeding to the Farthing-pie-house, he gave her a 
collation of buns, cheese, cakes, gammon of bacon, 
stuffed beef, and bottled ale ; through all which scenes 
the author dodged them, charmed with the simplicity 
of their courtship, from whence he drew this little 
sketch of nature ; but, being then young and obscure, 
he was very much ridiculed by some of his acquaintance 
for this performance, which nevertheless made its way 
into the polite world, and amply recompensed him by the 
applause of the divine Addison, who was pleased, more 
than once, to mention it with approbation." Carey 
seems to have been a man of good qualities and char- 
acter. He was the principal projector of the fund for 
worn-out musicians, their widows, and children. In 
announcing a benefit concert to be given him, the Lon- 
don Daily Post, of December 3, 1730, said: "At our 



SALLY IN OUR ALLEY. 



Henry Carkt. 
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1. Of all the girls that are so smart. There's none like pretty Sally; She is the darling of my 

2. Her father he makes cabbage-nets. And thro' the streets does cry 'em ; Her mother she sells laces 

3. Of all the days that's in the week I dearly love but one day. And that's the day that comes 

4. When Christmas comes about again, Oh, then I shall have money I I'll hoard it up, and box and 
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al-ley; 



heart, And lives in our sQ - ley ; There is no lady in the land That's half so sweet as 

long To such as please to buy 'em; But sure such folks could ne'er beget So sweet a girl as 

betwixt The Sat - ur • day and Monday, For then I'm drest all in my best To walk abroad with 

all, I'll give it to my honey ; Oh, would it were ten thousand pound ! I'd give it all to 
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Sal-ly; She is the darling of my heart. And lives in our 
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friend Harry Carey's benefit, to-night, the powers of 
music, poetry, and painting assemble in his behalf; he 
being an admirer of the three arts. The body of mu- 
sicians meet in the Haymarket, whence they march in 
great order, preceded by a magnificent moving organ, 
in form of a pageant, accompanied by all the kinds of 
musical instruments ever in use, from Tubal Cain imtil 
the present day. A great multitude of booksellers, 
authors, and printers form themselves into a body at 
Temple Bar, whence they march, with great decency, 
to Covent Garden, preceded by a little army of printer 
boys, with their proper instruments. Here the two 
bodies of music and poetry are joined by their brothers 
of the pencil, where, after taking some refreshments 
at the Bedford Arms, they march in solemn proces- 
sion to the theatre, amidst a vast crowd of spectators." 



In a letter of November, 1794, Bums says: " There 
is an air, * The Caledonian hunt's delight,' to which 
I wrote the song *Ye banks and braes o' bonnie 
Doon.' This air, I think, might find a place in the 
Museum among your hundred, as Lear says of his 
knights. Do you know the history of the air? It is 
curious enough. A good many years ago, Mr. James 
Miller, writer in your good town, was in company with 
a friend Clarke; and talking of Scottish music, Miller 
expressed an ardent ambition to be able to compose a 
Scots air. Mr. Clarke, partly by way of joke, told him 
to keep to the black keys of the harpsichord, and pre- 
serve some kind of rhythm, and he would infallibly 
compose a Scots air. Certain it is that, in a few 
days, Mr. Miller produced the rudiments of an air, 
which Mr. Clarke fashioned into the one in question." 
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ANNIE'S TRYST, 

Moderato con esprest. 



W. E. Aytouw. 
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1. Your hand is cauld as snaw, Annie, Your cheek is wan and white. What gars ye tremble 

2. The spring will come again, Annie, And chase the win - ter showers, And you and I shall 

3. Oh! will ye tryst* wi* me, Annie, Oh! will ye tryst me then? I'll meet ye by the 

r# m .J20 m 
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sae, Annie, What maks your eye sae bright ? "The snaw is on the ground, Willie, The frost is cauld and 
walk, Annie, A - mang the simmer flowers." Oh ! bonnie are the braes, Willie, When a* the drifts are 
bum, Annie, That wimples down the glen, " I dauma tryst wi' you, Willie, I daur-na tryst ye 
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keen. But there's a bum -in' fire, Willie, 

gane, My heart mis - gi'es me sair, Willie, 

here, We'll hold our tryst in Heav'n, Willie, 

JS. 
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That sears my heart with - in." 
Ye'U wan - der there a - lane." 
r the spring-time o' the year." 



^m 



^^ 



•Trist—« short. 



THE ROSE BUSH. 



F 



T. E. pBRKn«s. 
Wofxis from German. 
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1. A child sleeps under a rosebush fair, The buds swell out in the soft May air; Sweetly it rests, and on 

2. A maiden stands by the rosebush fair, The dewy blossoms perfume the air ; She presses her hand to her 

3. A mother kneels by the rosebush fair, Soft sigh the leaves in the evening air ; Sorrowing tho'ts of the 

4. All naked and lone is the rosebush fair, Scatter'd its leaves in the autumn air ; Wither'd and dead they fall 
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dream-wings flies To play with the an -gels in Par- a-dise; And the years glide by. 

throbbing breast, With love's first wonderful rap - ture blest; And the years glide by. 

past a - rise. And tears of anguish be -dim her eyes; And the years glide by. 

to the ground. And si- lent -ly cov-er a new-made mound; And the years glide by. 
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DARK DAY OF HORROR. 



G. Rossini. 
From "Sbmiramide." 




Andante SosUnuto. 

Dark day of horror, yet fraught with pleasure, When thou art near me Jo y has no meas - ure ! 
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Let each heart, waking from its de - jec - tion, Ban-ish themem-o-ry of grief and gloom. 
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How sweet the un • ion of true love, To feel a heart to thine re-spon-sive beat-ing. 
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Which ech - oes ev - 'ry sigh, And gilds life's moments tho' they be so fleet-ing : Yes, at the 
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_ of love To3rs ev - er bloom. 
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Joys ev - - er bloom, ev -er bloom, Joys ev - • 
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er bloom, ev - er bloom, Joys 
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bloom. Yes, Joys ev 
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BANKS OF ALLAN WATER. 

With varied expressum. 



^ »rw^ varua exprestum. S H ^ I 






M. G. Lbwis. 
Cras. E. Horn. 
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1. On the banks of Al 

2. On the banks of Al - 

3. On the banks of Al - 
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Ian Wa • ter. When the sweet spring time did fall, Was the 
Ian Wa - ter, When brown au-tmni) spreads its store. There I 
Ian Wa - ter, When the win - ter snow fell fast, Still was 



i 



^ 



m 



0-^-m^ 



t 



|^/J:JJj'IJ.j^ i ;..fj-JlliJlJ l J:Jj'.JiljJii 



mil - ler*s lovely daughter, 
saw the miller's daughter, 
seen the miller's daughter. 



Fair -est of them all; For his bride a soldier sought her, And a 
But she smiled no more ; For the summer grief had brought her. And the 
Chilling blew the blast ; But the miller's love - ly daughter. Both from 




winning tongue hadj he, On the banks of Al - Ian Wa - ter. None so gay as she. 
sol - dier false was he ; On the banks of Al • Ian Wa - ter. None so sad as she. 
cold and care was free ; On the banks of Al - Ian Wa - ter. There a corse lay she. 
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It is stated that the late Dr. Ray Palmer originally 
wrote his most famous hymn on a leaf of a pocket diary. 
There it remained for a year and a half. Its author 
then met Dr. Mason on the street in Boston. The ex- 
istence of the hymn was discovered by Dr. Mason's 
inquiry for new materials for a hymn and tune book 
which he was then compiling. He took the hymn and 
in a few days returned it with the tune " Olivet," which 
he had composed for it. His sagacious judgment of 
it was expressed in -saying to the author, " You may 
live many years and do many good things. But I think 
you will be best known to posterity as the author of 
•My faith looks up to Thee.'" It was one of tliose 



fleeting conjunctions of circumstances and of men by 
which God often sets forward to their fulfillment his 
eternal decrees. The doctor of music and the future 
doctor of theology are thrown together in the roaring^ 
thoroughfare of conuuerce for a brief interview, scarcely 
more than enough for a morning salutation, and the 
blessed result to mankind is the publication of & 
Christian lyric which is to be sung around the '^orld. 

Music stands nearest to divinity. I would not give 
the little I know for all the treasures of the world ! It is 
my shield in combat and adversity, my friend and com- 
panion in moments of joy, my comforter and refuge in. 
those of despondency and solitude. — Martin Luther* 



DEAREST NATIVE LAND 

Audantino. 




^ y^^^ H. PROCH. 



1. Gold -en stars for me are shin -ing Here by zephyrs fanned ; But for thee, dear land, I'm 

2. On a for - eign shore I languish Weary and a -lone,Where no fnend can soothe mine 
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pin -ing. Dear -est native land! Comes the tho't of those who love me In my na - tive home, 
anguish, None can heed its moan ! Oh, the deep, the ardent longings, In my breast that bum, 
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What hath power alike to move me, Now a - far I roam? What hath power a- 

As my thoughts with heart o'erflowing, Back to thee re - turn, As my thoughts with 
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like to move me, Now , a - far I roam? Golden stars for me are shin - ing, 



heart o'er-flow - ing, Back to thee re - turn. Golden stars for me are shin • ing, 
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Here by zephyis fanned, But for thee, dear land, I'm pining. Dear • est^ na - tive land. 
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THE BLACKBIRD. 
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AlUgrttto. 

1. The val • ley rings, the black-bird sings, Her notes, from topmost boughs as - cending And 

2. The val - ley rings, the black-bird sings, Thro' all the hours of day - light glowing, Her 

3. The val - ley rings, the black-bird sings. Amidst the smiles of dai - ly beau - ty. As 

- ^ 
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with their ech - oes sweet- ly blending, Proclaim the glad ap-proach of spring, And 
wakening, gladdening song is flowing. And not till night brings on its shade. This 
if to pay to God her du - ty. She in the full and cho • ral throng Lifts 




joy to many a bo - som bring. And joy to many a bo - som bring, 
warbler's strains of joy are laid. This war -bier's strains of joy are laid, 

up the voice of praise in song. Lifts up the voice of «— ?«- i" «<*"'• 



up the voice of praise in song. Lifts up the voice of praise in song. 
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WHEN ROSES BLOOM 

Modtraio. 



GaxicAir. 






1. when the 10 - ses bloom a - gain, my love, When the ro - ses bloom a - gain, Then the 

2. Do not mourn o'er au-tumn's fading leaves. Do not with the winds complain ; For the 
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birds will sing 'mid bowers of bliss. When the roses, when the roses,When the roses bloom again, 
leaves will wave and breezes sing, Ere the ro - ses, ere the ro - ses. Ere the ro-ses bloom again. 
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Do not sigh when falls the winter's snow. 
Do not fear the ice-king's chain ; 

For the snow and ice will loose their bands. 
Ere the roses bloom again. 



When the roses bloom again, my love. 

When the roses bloom again, 
Then the birds will sing 'mid bowers of bliss, 

When the roses bloom again. 



i6o 



FRANKLIN^ SQUARE SONG COLLECTION. 



THE MERRY HOURS OF YOUTH. 



6. Rossini. 



P 






Allegretto, 



1 . The mer-ry hours of youth go by, And hearts are full of mirth and 

2. The mer-ry hours of youth go by. And hearts are full of mirth and 
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La la la la la la la la, La la la la la la la la. La la la la 
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jollity; The ilow'rs that bloom beneath our sky Arejoys that know no danger nigh: Oh, \%hy then re 
jollity ; The flow'rs that bloom beneath our sky Are jo3rs that know no danger nigh : Oh, why then re 



fiiu iJ/JJ i /JJJ i JJj J \ iify ^ 



la la la la, Lalala la, la la la la, La la la la, la la la. Then 
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member that life has its sadness? We feel that its pleasures like ro - ses are 
member that life has its sadness? We feel that its pleasures like ro • ses are 
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fair, like ro - ses are fair, like ro 
fair, like ro - ses are fair, . like ro 



ses are fair, 
ses are fair. 



The merry 
Oh, love so 




Lalala la lalala la, Lalala la lalala la, 
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houxs of youth go by, And hearts are full of mirth and jollity ; The flowers that bloom beneath our sky Are 
long as thou canst love, So long, O love, as li fe may last ; The hour will come, the hour will come, When 
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la la la la, Lalala la la la la la, la la la la, Lalala la lalala la 
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joys that know no danger nigh ; Old Time is ev • er on the wing ; Nor will he stay his rap-id 
o'er the grave thou'lt mourn the past. Old Time is ev-er on the wing; Nor will he stay his rap-id 



f Jjj j i;j^. \ iA \ i ^;h\mj;.U3 



La la la la Lala la, 



Lalala 



lalala, 



La la la la, 
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flight; llien let us gai - ly, gladly sing And feel that hope is ever bright, Then let us re - 
flight; Then let us gai - ly, gladly sing And feel that hope is ever bright. Then let us re • 

ff Ttiwr. 
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lalala. 



La la la la, la la la, 



Lalala la, Lalala. 
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member Youth has no De - cem-ber. But ev - er is blooming with Spring-lime delight 
member Youth has no De - cem-ber, But ev - er is .blooming with Spring-time delight 
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The folksong most universally known tlixx)ughoat 
Germany is the charming little thing " Muss I denn ? " 
which is found in the fifth number of the present series 
under the title "When I come," both English and 
German words being given. The half-plaintive air is 
very beautiful, and in Germany, where the people sing 
on every hand and on all occasions, nearly everybody 
is familiar with this favorite song of the home and the 
heart. Millions on millions love it and sing it. As 
"The girl I left behind me" is the favorite air played 



by the bands when the transport weighs anchor that 
bears away the English troops, so when the German, 
youth go out from home yearly to their first military 
service, as required by the laws of the empire, this, 
song is heard in every village or hamlel, in all the 
country- side — everywhere, indeed, throughout the 
thickly-populated realm of Germany. It is the one 
song universally sung, and is known and loved, genera- 
tion after generation, by more millions than even Homey, 
Sweet Home in English-speaking lands. — Carl Mat%^ 



FAREWEEL, YE STREAMS. 

MotUraio. 



Isaac Coopbr. 

T. M. CUNNlNGUAlff. 




1. Fare-weel, ye streams sae dear to me. My bonnie Qouden, Nith,andDee; Ye 

2. Ye can - ty bards a - yont the Tweed, Your skins wi' daes o' tar - tan deed, Wha 

3. To you the dar - ling theme belangs, That Irae my heart ex - ult-ing spangs; O 
My gal » lant bijthers, brave and bauld, Wha haud the pleugh, or wake the fauld, Un- 







bums that 
lilt a 
mind a 
til your 



rin sae bon - ni - lie, Your sil • ler 

lang the verdant mead, Or blithe -ly 

mang your bon - nie sangs. The lads that 

d^gi^ - est bluid rin cauld. Aye tiue un - 
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dear- est 



waves nae 
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bled 

to 
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mail I'll see. Yet 
your whistles blaw. Sing 
for lib - er-ty. Think 
your ooun - tiy be. Wi*^ 
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tho' firae your green banks I'm driven. My soul a - wa' could ne'er be riv*n, For 
Scotia's, mountains, bleak an' high. Her fords, where neigh-* rin' kelpies cry; Her 
o' our auld for • bears o' yore, Wha dyed the muirs wi' hos- tile gore; Wha 
dar-ing look her dirk she drew. An' cast a mith-er's look on you; Then 
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her dirk she drew. An' cast a mith-er's look on you; Th 
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still she lifb her e'en to Heav'n, An' sighs to be a - gain wi' thee, 

glens, the haunts o' ru - ral joy. Where love and free - dom sweet - en a'. 

Slav - 'ry's bands in - dig - nant tore. An' bravely fell for you and me. 

let na on - y sjml - zein crew Her dear-bought firee - dom wrest frae thee. 
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BEAUTIFUL BELLS. 

ModtreUo. 



E. O. Lttb. 
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I. 2. Ring a • gain. Ring a • gain, Beauti-ful bells, 
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beau - ti • fill bells; 
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Ring- ing. 



Ring- ing, 



Ring - ing, 



Ring - ing. 
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Ring a • gain, Ring a - gain. Beau - ti - fill bells, beau • d - ful bells. 




1. On the breeze of eV - ning steal - ing, Hark! the oells are slow • ly peal - ing, Wak - ing 

2. As the toil of day is end - ing, Thro' the vales the bells are send - ing Tones with 




ev - *ry ten - der feel - ing, Beautiful bells, beauti - ful bells, bells, beautiful bells, 
ev - 'ry mur-mur blending. Be autifu l bells, beauti - ful bells, bells, beautLful bells. 




THE ADIEU. 
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1. Dear love, a - dieul Ev - er be true! 

2. Dear love, a • dieu! Ev - er be tmel 

3. Dear love, a - dieu! Ev - er be true! 



Mine by sweet friend - ship's band, 
Sad through this part - ing day 
Wipe now thy fall • ing, tear. 
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Give me thy put - ing hand! Dear love. 
Time quick -ly hies a - way! Dear love. 
Trust God, and nev - er fear! Dear love. 



J>J. 



a - dieul Ev - er be true! 

a • dieu! Ev - er be true! 

a - dieul Ev - er be true! 
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The marching song, John Brown's Body, the rade 
chant to which a million of the soldiers of the Union 
kept time, has been called a spontaneous generation of 
the uprising of the North. John Brown was hanged 
at Charlestown, Virginia, in December 1859. The 
feeling which that execution called forth in Massachu- 
setts found relief in a meeting at Faneuil Hall. That 
evening a crowd of boys and youths is said to have 
paraded the streets of Boston singing to a familiar air 
a monotonous lament of which the burden was, " Tell 
John Andrew, John Brown's dead!" A little more 
than a year later came the news of the shot against the 



flag at Sumpter. Some memory of this street song 
seems to have survived, and to have combined chemic- 
ally with the tune of " Say, brothers, will you meet us ?" 
a melody which Thane Miller heard in a colored church 
in Charleston, S. C. about 1859, and which he soon after 
introduced at a convention of the Young Men's Chris- 
tian Association at Albany, New York. Jas. E. Green- 
leaf, organist of the Harvard Church in Charlestown, 
Mass., it is said, fitted this air to the first stanza of the 
present song, which became so great a favorite with the 
Boston Light Infantry in 1 861 that additional verses 
were written for it by Chas. S. Hall. The time of the 



JOHN BROWN'S BODY. 



Charles S. Hall. 
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1. John Brown's bo - dy lies a-mould'ring in the grave, John Brown's ho - dy lies a • 

2. The stars of heav - en are looking kindly down, The stars of heav - en are 

3. He's gone to be a soldier in the army of the Lord, He's gone to be a soldier in the 
4« John Brown's knap - sack is strapped upon his back, John Brown's knap -sack is 




mould'ring in the grave, John Brown's body lies a-roould'ringin the grave. His soul goes marching on! 
looking kindly down. The stars of heaven are looking kindly down, On the grave of old John Brown ! 
army of the Lord, He's gone to be a soldier in the army of the Lord ! His soul is marching on ! 
strapped upon his back, John Brown's knapsack is strapped upon his back ! His soul is marching on ! 
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Glo - ry, glo - ry hal - le - lu - jah ! Glo - ry, glo - ry, glo - ry hal • le - 
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lu - jah! Glo - ly, glo- ry hal - le - lu - jah! His soul is march -ing on. 
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original air was modified to a march, and it became the 
song of the hour. There was a special taunt to the 
South in the use of the name of the martyr of abolition, 
while to the North that name was as a slogan. It 
was the regiment of Col. Fletcher Webster which first 
adopted "John Brown's Body" as a marching song. 
The soldiers of this regiment sang it as they marched 
down Broadway in New York, July 24th, 1 86 1, on their 
way from Boston to the finont. They sang it incessantly 
until August, 1862, when Colonel Webster died, and 
when the tune had been taken up by the nation at large, 
and hundreds of thousands of soldiers were marching 



forward to the fight with the name of John Brown on 
their lips. There was a majestic simplicity in the 
rhythm, like the beating of mighty hammers. In the 
banning the words, as here given, were bare to the 
verge of barrenness ; tfien Mrs. Howe wrote her " Battle 
Hymn of the Republic," perhaps the most resonant 
and elevated of the poems of American patriotism. 
The Pall Mall Gaufte of October 14, 1865, said: 
" The street boys of London have decided in favor of 
John Brown's Body against My Maryland and The 
Bonnie Blue Flag. The somewhat lugubrious refrain 
has excited their admiration to a wonderful degree^" 
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ANDREAS HOFER. 

Mpderato, , i 



FOLKSOMG. 
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I. In Man-tu-a in ict - ters, The faithful Hofer lay, In Man -tu-a the hostile hordes Took 

2. With hands fast bound behind him, He marched with steady pace ; With courage still unflinching To 

3. The drummer now no long - er His faithful drum doth beat, As Andreas Hofer march - es Be • 
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I in woe. An 
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his brave life a - way, With grief his comrades' tears now flow. All Germany is plunged in woe, And 
meet death face to face. From I - selberg he oft had sent That winged death to which he went In 
neath the gloomy gate; Although in fetters he is free, Up - on the bastion form is he, The 
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moum'd theloving hand, Thnj'out his Tyrol -land, And moum'd the loving hand, Thro'out his Tyrol-land, 
his own Ty-rol-land, His faithful Tyrol-land, In his own Tyrol -land, His faithful Tyrol - land, 
man of Ty -rol - land. The man of Tyrol-land, The man of Tyrol - land. The man of Tyrol - land. 
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THE SEA GULLS. 






EcHOBS OP Childhood. 



Not too slow. ^ ">*— -'^ ^ ^ 

1. Far a - bove the deep blue sea. On the breez - es fresh and free, Sea-gulls float- ing, 

2. Would that I could al - so fly, O - ver cliflfe so dark and high, Up - ward to the 

3. Fall- ing now, a - gain they rise, Fill the air with startling cries. Dart -ing downward 






With varied expression' 
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one, two, three, Flap their white wings laz - i - ly, 
bright blue sky. In the sun • shine dreami - ly, 
on a prize. Has - ten homeward speed - i - ly. 



Flap their white wings laz - 'i - ly. 
In the sun -shine dream -i • ly. 
Has - ten homeward speed • i - 1^. 




To the bare and rocky home, 
Where, above the wavelets' foam, 
While the old birds seaward roam, 
live the young gulls merrily. 



"Hark !" the old birds say, "beware. 
For we think there's danger near." 
Smoke and thunder All the air. 
And the gulls cry piteously. 



When the smoke has cleared away, 
"Are our darlings safe?" they say. 
"Ah, not one is hurt to-day!" 
Cry the sea-gulls joyously. 
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NURSERY SONGS. 



Jamb Taylor. 
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1. Ah, why will my dear lit - tie child be so cross, And cry, and look sulky and pout? To 

2. If the water is cold and the comb hurts your head, And the soap has got into your eye, Will the 

3. It is not to tease you and hurt you, my sweet. But on - ly for kindness and care, That I 
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lose her sweet smile is a very sad loss : I canU even kiss her without, I can't even kiss her without, 
water grow warmer for all that you've said ? What good will it do you to cry. What good will it do you to cry ? 
wash you and dress you and make you look neat, And comb out your tanglesome hair, And com bout your 
f^ ^tanglesome hair. 
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THE CHATTERBOX. 



Jans Taylor. 



piUiLJ7Jj-; i J'/J'N' i .u-j/; g 



1. From mom-ing till night it was Lu - cy's de-light. To chat - ter and talk with -out 

2. How ve - ry ab-surd! and have you not heard That much tongue and few brains are 

3. While Lu - cy was young, if she'd bridled her tongue, With a lit - tie good sense and ex - 
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stopping; There was not a day but she rat -tied a - way, Like water for - ev - er a -dropping, 
connected ? That they are supposed to think least who talk most ? Their wisdom is always suspected, 
er - tion. Who knows but ^e now might have been our delight, Instead of our jest and aversion ! 




LITTLE JACK. 



Janb Taylor. 



I. There was one lit - tie Tack, Not very long back. And 'tis said, to his lasting dis - grace, That he 



1. There was one lit - tie Jack, Not very long back. And 'tis said, to his lasting dis - grace, That he 

2. His kind friends were much hurt To see so much dirt, And often and well did they scour; But 

3. When to wash he was sent, He reluctantly went With wa-ter to splash himself o'er; But he 
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nev - er was seen With his hands at all clean, Nor yet ev - er clean was his face, 
all was in vain, He was dir - ty a - gain Be - fore they had done it an hour, 
left the black streaks All o - ver his cheeks And made them look worse than be - fore. 
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NURSERY SONGS. 



Lrtlb Onbs. 
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I. See 



, Play - i 



«e the hap - py kit - ten, 



ing with the knit - tin' ; How she rolls the 



2. Will you run and catch her? Will you try to teach her? Bring the pret - ty 

3. What a naught - y pus - sy, All the while so fus - sy, Pus - sy on - ly 
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ball a * bout ! How she pulls the stitch - es out ! Naughty, naught - y kit-ten. 
lit - tie book. See if in it she will look? Happy lit - tie pus-sy. 
mewed and purred, Would not read a sin - gle word, Naughty, naught - y pus - sy. 
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FREE FROM SLUMBER. 



I. Free from slumber, free from care, Free from thoughts of sadness. Let us greet the 



1. Free from slumber, free from care. Free from thoughts of sadness. Let us greet the 

2. Lo, the drops of pearl - y dew Upwards are as - cend - ing, And the flow*rs with 

3. See all na - ture join in praise— >Earth, and air and o - cean ! Up - ward then to 
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ness, With a song of glad - ness, 
- ing, On the stalk are bend - ing, 
tion, Songs of true de - vo - tion. 



mom - ing air With a song of glad 
gold - en hue On the stalk are bend 
Heav*n we*ll raise Songs of true de - vo - 
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HUSHABY, BABY. 
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not weep, 
lids close ; 
be given ; 



1. Hush - a - by, 

2. Hush - a - by, 

3. Hush - a - by, 



hush - a - by, Ba - by, do 
hush - a - by, Now thine eye ■ 
hush - a - by. Slumber sweet 



On thy down - y 
While thy moth- er 
On thy down - y 
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pil - low lie, 
sit - ting nigh, 
pil - low Ue, 



Soft - ly, soft - ly sleep. 
Watches thy re - pose. 
Precious gift from Heav'n, 



Soft - ly, soft - ly sleep. 

Watches thy re - pose. 
Pre-cious gift from Heav'nl 
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What is receiyed by the ear makes a deeper im- 
pression on the mind than anything received through 
the organ of sight. It is a well-known fact that nothing 
so much awakens the Switzer's longing for home as the 
peculiar series of modulations, without any words, that 
compose the so-called Ranz des vackesy which is only 
to be heard in that country of vales and mountains, but 
which has in it neither music nor melody. — Humboldt, 



In different individuals the sense of hearing is i 
perfect for sounds of different pitch ; and one wbose- 
hearing is good so far as regards sensibility to feeble 
sounds, is sometimes deficient in the power of rec(^- 
nizing the musical relation of sounds, and in the sense of 
harmony and discord ; while another individual, whose 
hearing is in other respects imperfect, has these en- 
dowments in a degree that seems remarkable. — Kirkes^ 



WITH CROWN AND SCEPTRE. 



lortzimg. 
Song op thb Csas." 






1. In childhood, with crown and with sceptre I played, I loved oh, how dear - ly! the 

2. The sword I now wield, and the crown I now wear. My peo - pie, my Rus- sians, a - 

3. When life's sun has set in death's i - cy gloom, My name in stone gray - en may 



b^aT i fr-g i rr^^ ^r i ^f i r rf i f ^ 
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sword's flash 
lone form 
live 



mg 
my 
my 



bl 

care, 

tomb, 



Re - tain - ers and play - mates, I awed by a 

I fain would con - duct them, to grandeur and 
Yet not in the hearts of the sub - jects I 



g^r-S— gr 



IE 
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look, All, all for my fa - ther I glad - ly tor - 

might, No ardor, no thanks my de - vo - tion re 
love Oh,when Thou shalt take me, great Fa - ther, a 




^ ^ 
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sook. "Thou'rt mine," he would 
quite. I hate the vain 

bove, Giant that once 




whis - per, 
pomp which 
more with 



m 
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as fond - ly he smiled; 
my heart once be - guiled; 
a soul un - de - filed 



Oh ! naught e'er could e • qual my 
I yearn, how I yearn for my 
Near Thee I may feel like a 
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bliss as a child ! Oh ! naught e'er could e - qual my bliss as a cnil 

bliss when a child ! I yearn, how I yearn for my bliss when a chil 

pure, hap - py child. Near Thee 1 may feel like a pure, hap - py chil 



-*-^ 



bliss when a 
pure, hap 



iiild! 
child, 
child. 
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THE LINDEN TREE. 
>» N j 



Framx Schubbrt. 



■ii Ja l s: J J J-TJ J -^ ^: f'^*l^\ -Pa^^ ^ 



^=^ 



1. By the well be -fore the door -way There stands a lin - den tree, How oft beneath its 

2. To - day a - far I wan-der, My soul in deep -est night; I passed it in the 



2. 

3- The 



cm - el winds were blowing So cold - ly in my face. The path that lay be - 



>it trUh ? f--i^ t£f^-^t\m 
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sha-dow Sweet dreams have come to me! Beneath it too in childhood, How happy have we 
darkness, To shut it from my sight. Its branches rustled gen • tly, As if they said to 
fore me, I sped with quicker pace. Tho' many leagues far dis - tant, Thou dear old linden 



M f 'i\^,\fl \ f=^i\t\\\m'}.\nU 
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played, And joy alike and sor - row Still drew me to its shade, Still drew me to its snade. 
me, ** Come hither, loved companion, Here peaceshall smile on thee, Here peace shall smile on thee." 
tree, I ever hear thee murmur, " Peace thou wouldst find with me. Peace thou wouldst find with me.' ' 



Kf f i f^Hf f -fMf T fffTn 
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SONG OF THE FOWLER. 



W. A. Mozart. 
From "Magic Flutb.' 



h| i Mj;iurr; i ,ii^rr .'i,v,Vrfr ^ 



; My name is ever in demand, Wi 



1 . A fowler bold in me you see,'A man of mirth and minstrelsy ; My name is ever in demand. With 

2. I am a fowler bold and free, A man of mirth and minstrelsy ; My name is ever in demand. With 



mwf 



m 
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^ 



old and young thro'-out the land. I set my traps, the birds flock round, I whis - tie and they 
old and young thro'-out the land. A - far from men who delve with spades, Ho ! mine's the rarest 




know the sound. For wealth my lot I'd not re - sign, For ev - *ry bin 



1^ 



^ ^ * 
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of all trades! For e*en thesweepof mountain blast But brings my birds all fly -ing fast. 
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It is a well-known fact that those nations which are 
given to the cultivation of vocal music are strong, vigo- 
rous races, with fiiU, broad, expansive chests. If a half- 
hour daily were devoted in our public schools to the 
development of vocal music, there would not be the 
sad spectacle of so many drooping, withered, hollow- 
chested, round-shouldered children. There is too great 
a tendency to sacrifice physical health up)on the altar 
of learning. Vocal music is a gymnastic exercise of 
the limgs by development of the lung tissue itself. 
The lungs in improved breeds of cattle, which naturally 
take little exercise and are domiciled much of the time, 
are considerably reduced in size when compared with 
those of animals running at liberty; and so it is with 



members of the human race, who lead inactive lives 
from civilization. Phthisis, or consumption of the lungs, 
generally begins at the top of the lungs, because these 
parts are more inactive, and because the bronchial tubes 
are so arranged that they carry the inspired air with 
greater facility to the base than to the upper parts. 
During inactivity the average person will breathe about 
480 cubic inches of air in a minute. If walking at the 
rate of six miles an hour, he would breathe 3,260 cubic 
inches. In singing, this is increased more than in walk- 
ing, as to sing well requires all the capacity of the lungs. 
The instructor of vocal music, in addition to his musical 
education, should understand the anatomy and physi- 
ology of the respiratory organs. — Medical Journal, 



THE PARTY AT THE ZOO. 

Allegretto, 



Sbptimits Winnbr. 
By per. S. Winner & Son. 






>aid tney would give a 



1. One morning in the summer time, The buxls out at the Zoo* Saidt 

2. The Monkeys said they'd surely come If they could get a chance, The Kanga - roo said 




par - ty, And in - vite the animals too. The Goose she made a little pen Out of a pret-ty 



par - ty, And in - vite the animals too. The Goose she made a little pen Out of a pret-ty 
he would too, And have a lit - tie dance. The Lion said he'd be around And bring the sly Rac- 



■^^e, 







quill, And served the in - vi - tations. Which she carried in her bill, 
coon. The big brown Bear said he'd be there. And hug the old Baboon. 



Tra, la, la, la, la, 
Tra, la, la, la, la. 




Tra, la, la, Tra, la, Tra, la, Tra,la,la,Tra,la,la, la, la, Tra,la,la, Tra, la, Tra, la, Tra, la, la. 




* Fairmount Zoological Garden. 

So very soon, one sunny morn. 

They met upon the lawn. 
The Cockatoo cried **how-de-doo" 

And scared the timid Fawn. 
The Elephant and Nanny-Goat 

With ribbons on her horns, 
Went dancing 'round, and trod upon 

The poor old Camel's corns. 



They had a supper, very nice. 

The Buffaloes ate hay; 
The Kittens gobbled up some mice. 

The Deer had grass all day. 
The Goats ate pop-corn paper, and 

The Frogs on worms were fed ; 
The Monkeys had fresh peanuts. 

The Ducks got milk and bread. 



Night came at last, the moon was up, 

And music was the thing. 
The Crickets, Owls, and Katydid's, 

Then all began to sing. 
The Ducks and Geese began to quack, 

The Tiger shook his head ; 
The Lion said, "Let's say our prayers, 

'Tis time to go to bed," 
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C. W. Glotbr. 
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1. rm a mer-ry laughing girl, And o'er the hills I rove, Singing as I trip a- long, The 

2. I am told the tyrant Love Will bind me in his chains, And that sorrow then will cloud The 




na - tive lays I love; With heart so gay I take my way, No care pervades my breast, No 
breast where joy now reigns; But my light heart will bid de - part E^ch deep and anxious sigh. Then 




pensive sigh nor tearful eye, Betrays th' unwelcome guest, 
let me still, with heart and will. The despot Love de - fy. 



Mft^AHil^?^ 



Vm a merry, merry laughing 
And still a merry laughing 
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rirl. And eai - Iv trip a - loner. Sine -ine o'er mv na - tive hills. Our own wild mountai 



girl, Andgai-Iy trip a - long, Sing-ing o'er my na - tive hills, Our 
girl, rU gai-ly trip a - long. Sing -iug o'er my na • tive hills, Our 



own wild mountain 
own wild mountain 



i g*TTt^ C 
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song. Tra la, la, la, la, la! Tra, la, la, la, la, la! La, la, la, la, la, la! 



m=^^^^^ i^ i\mun 
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La, la, la, la, la, la! Tra, la, la, la, la, la, la, la! I'm a merry, merry laughing girl ! 
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The prophet did not see a little boy leading a lion 
by the mane, or feeding a cow and a bear out of the same 
trough ; the prophet did not see a Stephen of Cloyes, 
or Nicholas of Cologne, or Peter of Burgundy, boy 
crusaders leading thousands of children to death or 
to lives of shame ; the prophet did not see boys giving 
instraction to then: parents and teachers on the way 
to rear children, only the intense individuality of the 
nineteenth century sees this ; but he did see, with a 
vision clarified by the spirit of God, that the Child of 
Bethlehem was to change the wolfish, lionish natures 



of men ; was to change the fleshly habits and selfish, 
ambitious desires of the children of Adam, and to im- 
plant the child-spirit, meek, lowly, pure, and innocent. 
This prophetic Artist, who with such masterly hand 
drew for us the picture of the child, in the midst of 
the group of wild and domestic animals, — wolf, lamb, 
lion and calf, — ^was but anticipating the great limner, 
who placed a little child in the midst of swarthy fish- 
erman, haughty Pharisee, and cynical Scribe, and said : 
" Whosoever shall humble himself as this little child, 
the same shall be greatest in the kingdom of Heaven." 



IN MY SWIFT BOAT. 



J. CONCOIfB. 



fe^-JU^g^ff -iJ"Jf J Ji^ 



uegreno. ' -»^ -^ ^ i i - -w- -»- 

1. In my swift boat come quickly. Child with a laughing eye : Thee will I guide in sale - ty, 

2. Could I but see thee smil - ing, Joyful my heart would be. And my swift boat be sail - ing, 

J5^^ ^^--^ ** jrJ*. 
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O - ver the waves we'll fly! Like a bright star of love, Here on the earth thou 

In which I reign for thee ; Like a bright morning ray, Scatt'ring the gloom and 




i^ j^ j M iU ; i ^-i?V ^^ 



'n of bni 



Is;- 

dwell - est 
sad - ness 




Sent firora that heav'n of bright - ness, Pal - ace of light a - bove. 
Art thou with love and glad - ness, Mak - ing more bright the day. 







-ty-ng 



a tempo. 
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Come then, sweet maiden, quick - ly. 




^^ 




Gen - tly are breez - es blow - ing, Our 



^^^^ta 



bark will ride so gai - ly while o'er Uie wave we go. 
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TELL ME, BEAUTIFUL MAIDEN. 

A , ^ [BARCAROLLE.] 



Cbaslbs GouitoD. 



%/ MemantnU di Barcarola, 



Mammtnto di Barcarola, 

Tell me, beautiful maiden, Tell me, where will you go ? 
Di - tes, la jeune bel-le. Oil voulezvous al - Icr? 



Fair sails o • ver us swaying, 
La voile ou-vreson ai - le, 
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Lightly the breezes blow, 
La bri - se va souf - fler, 



Light • ly the breezes blow. 
La bri-se va souf • fler. 



b.^^^pf l pTyT7pT^p: \^^.f-\^ pppp i f-ff.. | 
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I. At our prow Hope is smiling. Fond hearts gently beguiling Far o'er the crys - tal bay, — 
a. To the South-land fast flying Ere yon fair moon be dying, Tell me, love, shall we go? 

3. *< Let us go/' said the maiden, " To that glorious Aidenn, Where love, true love, never dies! 
I. L'a-vi-ronest d'i-voi-re, Le paviUon de moi-re, Le gouver-nail d'or fin, 
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Silken sail softly fall - ing, Sea-nymphs tenderly cailii^, ** Come away, love, a - way !" 

Or with speed of the wind, love. 'Till our Eden we find, love, Tell me, love, shall we go ? 

Of that land and its glo - ry, Few, ah ! few tell the sto - ry ! Few, ah ! few find the prize ! 

pai pour lest une oran - ge, Pour voile une aile d'an • ge, Pour mousse un s6-ra - phin. 




Tell me, beautiful maiden, Tell me, where will you go? 
Di - tes, la jfeune belle, ot voulezvous alj-ler? 
^00 



Fair sails o-ver us swaying. 
La voile ou - vre son ai - le, 
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Lightly the breezes blow. 
La brise va souf • fler, 



T^s)r ' -f 



Light 

La brise va 



ly blow, 
souf - fler. 
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The wonder of the English skylark's song is its 
copiousness and sustained strength. There is no theme, 
no beginning or end, like most of the best bird-songs, 
and a perfect swarm of notes pouring out like bees 
from a hiye. We have many more melodious songsters ; 
the bobolink in the meadows, the vesper sparrow in 
the pastures, the purple finch in the groves, the winter 
wren, or any of the thrushes in the woods, or the wood 
wagtail. But our birds all stop where the English sky- 
lark has only just begun. Away he goes on quivering 
wing, inflating his throat fuller and fuller, mounting 
and mounting, and turning to all poinU of the compass 



as if to embrace the whole landscape in his song, the 
notes still raining upon you as distinct as ever, after 
you have left him far behind. The English skylark also 
sings long after all the other birds are silent — as if he 
had perpetual spring in his heart.— y^^^M Burroughs. 
It would, of course, be more amusing to recite con- 
nected than unconnected words, as it is more amusing 
to sing passages than single notes; but as no singing 
voice ever yet was formed by the exclusive utterance of 
anything that could be called music, so no speaking 
voice will ever be formed by the exclusive utterance of 
anything that can be spoken of as literature. — HuUah. 



FISHERMEN'S CHORUS. 



D. F. E. AuBSR. 
From " MASAmBLLO.' 
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1 . Be - hold how brighdy breaks the morning, 

2. A - way, no cloud is lowering o*er us, 



Tho' bleak our lot 
Free - ly now 



our hearts are warm, 
we'll stem the wave. 




To toil 
Hoist, hoist 



inured, all dan - ger scorn - ing, 
all sail, while full be -fore 



We'll hail the breeze 
Hope's beacon shines 



or 
to 




brave the storm. Put off, put off, ourcourse we know; Take heed, whisper low ; Look out and spread your 
cheerthe brave. Put off, put off, our course we know ; Take heed, whisper low ; Look out and spread your 




net with care ; Take heed, whisper low ; The prey we seek we'll soon, we'll soon en - snare ; The 
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prey we seek we'll soon, we'll soon ensnare ; Take heed, whisper low ; take heed, whisper low, 
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D. F. E. AuBBR. 
From " Fra Diavolo.' 




p. I. On yon - der rock re - din - ing, That fierce and swarthy form behold! Fast his hands his 
2. On strength and skill re - ly - ing, He's fearless of the treach'rous dart, From his face, with 



Wl 
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carbine hold, 'Tis his best friend of old ! This way his step$ in - dining, His scarlet plume waves 
hurried steps, Dangerous foes de - part. But to the kind and gentle, A milder spir • it 



t:i'»rgf' i rffrfi|:^»^ i fi:ff i fff i rffe 




o'er his brow, And his vd-vet cloak hangs low, Playing in grace • ful flow! 
doth he know, From his lips, in man - ly tones. Tender -est ac - cents flow. 
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Trem - blel E'en while the storm is beat-ing, A • fiu- hear ech-o re - peat - ing His 
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name, Di - a - to - lo 



Trem - blel. 
J2i 



E'en while the storm is 
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beat - mg, A • far hear ech-o re- peat - ing His name, Di- a - vo -lo! 
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BEDOUIN LOVE SONG. 

AlUgretto moderato assai. 



Cno PiMsun. 




1. From the des - ert I come to thee, On my Arab shod with flre. And the 

2. From thy win - dow look and see My pas - sion and my pain ! I 



hi!iJ^J i gPgcgifgpicVF? i p»^ 
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winds are left be • hind , In the speed of my de - sire. Un • der thy window I 

Ue on the sand be- low. And I faint in thy dis-dain. Let the night-winds touch thy 



^r^J^ 
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animanda, crt*. 
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stand, 
brow 



And the mid - night hears my cry, I love theel I love but thee! With a 
With the breath of my burning sign, And melt thee to hear the vow Of a 
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m^to roll. a ttm^, mtno masso, con tt^rttt. 
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love that shall not die, With a love that shall not die ! Till the sun grows cold. And the stars are 



imx 
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f^^ I 1^ 1^ I ^ ^ ^^ V J/ con tutta ranttma. 



old. And the leaves of the Judg-ment Book un • fold I Till the sun grows 




cold, And the stars are old. And the leaves of the Jndg - ment^ Book un • fold I 




Made bj Wm. H. Keyier * C<»., 9S1 Aroh StiMt, PhUa., P«. 
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Elements of Music 



!• A Musical Sound is called a Tone* 

2« Every tone has the three properties of Length, 

Pitch, and Power. 
3* There are, therefore, three departments in the 

Elements of Music : — 

1. BhTthmicS, treating of the Length of Tones. 

2. Melod'ies, treating of the Pitch of Tones. 

3. Dynam'ies, treating of the Power of Tones. 

The word Rhythmics is derived from the Greek 
verb *< rheo^^ meaning to flow^ as in the measured 
movement of poetic lines. Melod'ics is from the 
Greek **melod'eOy^ to sing harmoniously, or **me- 
lo(Pia^ a tune to which lyric poetry is set, a choral 
song, from «* mePodos" musical or melodious. Dy- 
nam'icsisfrom the Greek "dun'amai," to be able, 
or **dun*amis^'' force, energy, power. 

Rhythmics comprehends aU rhythmic things, or 
whatever may be derived from the primary fact that 
tones may be long or short It includes also the 
rhythmic structure of phrases, sections and periods. 
Melodies includes everything that may proceed from 
the primary distinction of low or high, or from the 
property of pitch. The word "melody," as com- 
monly used, is of much more limited signification, 
referring only to a pleasing succession of tones in 
rhythmic order or to an ordinary tune form. Dy- 
namics embraces not only the mere force of tones, 
but also their manner or form of delivery. 



BHYTHMIGS : liengrth of Tones. 

NOTES AND RESTS. 

4. Notes are characters used to designate two 
things : By their position on the staff they give the 
Pitdi of the tone, and by their form they indicate 
its Length. 

IS. The following are the notes in common use^ 
the relative length of the tones which they represent 
being indicated by their names. 

WHOLB-NOTS. BAI.F-NOTB. QUAKTSR. BIGHTH. SIXTBBMTH. 



r r c E 



A character Jal called a Breve^ or Dauble^Note^ b 
sometimes used. It represents a tone twice as long 
as that represented by a Whole Note. 

6« Rests are characters used to indicate silence. 

?• The foUowingare the Rests in common use; the 
relative length of the portions of time which they 
represent, corresponds to that of the notes; it is indi- 
cated by their names ; the whole rest may also rep- 
resent a whole metuure rest without regard to the 
kind of time : 

WHOLB-RBST. KALP-RBST. QUARTBR. BIGHTH. SIXTBBHTR. 

-— ■ ■— - Xoriorr "] ^ 

For brevity and convenience, we shall hereafter 

rik of the length of notes, meaning the length of 
tones represented hy thejn. 
8. A Dot placed after a note or a rest increases 
its length one-half. A dotted whole note is equal to 
three halves; a dotted half to three quarters. The 
same is true of Rests. Thus : 
12 
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9. Two Dots placed after a note or a rest in- 
crease its length three-fourths, the second dot adding 
one-half the length of the first Thus : 



r-rn 



10. The Figure 3 placed above or below three 
equal notes reduces their length to two of the same 

kind. Thus, f f f equals in length P .• Notes 

written in this manner are called Triplets* 

11. Two or more notes may represent a single 
tone by the use of a character called a Tie. In 
vocal music the hooks attached to the notes may ht 
joined for the same purpose, and the notes should be 
sung to one syllable. The Slur is used when the 
notes diflfer in pitch, the Tie ^— ^ when they are of 
the same pitch. 

MEASURES AND PARTS. 

12. Music is divided into Measures and 

Parts — ^into Measures by single bars and into Parts 
by double bars. The time of each measure is the 
same as that of every other measure in the part and 
is determined 1^ the fraction placed at the beginning 
of each part if a part is to be repeated, dots, called 
Repeating Dots, precede the double bar. 

13* Measures are again divided into certain parts, 
which may be indicated to the ear by Countings, as 
"one, two," "one two," etc.; or to tiie eye hy motions 
of the hand, called Beats» or Beating Time. The 
length of notes may frequently be estimated, but in 
complicated movements, it must be indicated as above 
by some simple method of measurement 

14. A Measure divided into two parts is called 
Double Measure ; three parts. Triple Measure ; four 
parts. Quadruple Measure; six parts. Sextuple 
Measure, Thus: 

DOUBLB. TBIPX.B. QUADRUPLB. SBXTUPLB MBASURB, 

irn irrn irrrri \ttt^^^\ 

15. Each kind of Measure may have several va- 
rieties, depending upon the length of the notes whic^ 
are expressed by the denominator of the fraction. The 
following are some of the common varieties : 

DOUBLB. TRIPLB MBASURB. QUADRUPLB MBASURB. 




SBXTUPLB MBASURB. 

jirrrrrrl 
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The pupil should, of course, be taught that a Meas- 
ure may be filled with other notes than those used in 
the above examples. Let him fill the measures with 
notes of different lengths, rests, etc. As will be seen, 
a piece of music may begin on any part of a measure. 
When it begins on a fractional part, it ends on a frac- 
tional part; and the two parts thus formed equal a 
complete measure. 

16* The Numerator of the Fraction at the 
beginning of the above examples indicates the num- 
ber of beats into which the measure is divided ; the 
I>enoiIlinator indicates the kind of note which 
will fill each beat. Thus, yi shows that there are 
three beats in the measure, and that a quarter note 
will fill each beat. 

17* The limits or boundaries of Measures, as has 
been said, are marked by light vertical lines, called 
Sars. the end of a Part being marked by a heavy 
vertical line, or Double Bar. 

18« The end of a line of poetry in h3rmnal music 
is also sometimes indicated by a heavy vertical line, or 
I>Ouble Bar, which can have no effect upon the 
measure. 

19* The end of a piece of music is indicated by 
a character called a Close. 

20. BeatinsT Time is designating each part 
of a Measure by a motion of the hand. In Double 
Measure, the hand moves down^ up; Triple Measure, 
down^ lift, up; Quadruple Measure, down, left, right, 
up ; Sextuple Measure, down, Ufi, left, right, up, up ; 
or in rapid movement, down, up. This may vary ac- 
cording to the taste of the instructor, each having his 
own method of indicating accent. 

21. Countingr Time is designating each part 
of a Measure by a number. In Double Measure, we 
count one, two; Triple Measure, one, two, three; 
Quadruple Measure, one, two, three, four; Sextuple 
Measure, one, two, three, four, five, six; or one, two. 
The exercises of beating and counting time are very 
valuable, and should be practiced frequently. Beating 
time requires motions of the hand at exactly equal 
points of time; counting time requires counts at ex- 
actly equal points of time. It is common to speak of 
tones " as so many beats long," or •« so many counts 
long." When the leader telE which way the hand is 
moving, he is said to be describing the time. Select 
melodies from the book for the purpose of affording 
variety of practice. Let the class be divided into 
parts, singing and counting or beating time altern- 
ately. Ability to count inaudibly should be acquired 
as soon as possible, for this is essential to success. 

22« Accent is a stress given to certain parts of 
the Measure. In Double Measure, the first part is 
accented; in Triple Measure, the /rr/ part; in Quad- 
ruple Measure, ^^ first and third parts ; in Sextuple 
Measure, the first and fourth parts. In measures 
containing two accents, the first is the principal and 
therefore louder. The accents may fell away when 
followed by a rest, and may be changed when fol- 
lowed by a longer note, this note receiving the accent 
and being therefore called a Syncopated note. These 
rules are, however, becoming somewhat obsolete in 
vocal music, the accented syllables and emphatic 
words determining the parts to be accented. 

23. A Syncopated Note, then, is one that 
begins on an unaccented part of a measure and con- 
tinues on an accented part Thus, in | | [ the 

second is a Syncopated Note, or a Syncope, and should 
always be accented, that is, expressed forcibly, as if so 
marked. 

24. The length of the beats in each Measure is 



indicated by certain Italian words, sometimes modi- 
fied by other words added thereto, of which the fol- 
lowing are the most common : 

Adagio — ^Very slow movement 

Allegretto — Cheerfiil, not so £ut as Allegro. 

Allegro — Quick, lively, vivacious. 

Andante^Rather slow, gentle, distinct 

Andantino — Somewhat quicker than Andante* 

Largo — Very slow and solemn. 

Larghetto^Less slow than Largo. 

Lento — Slow. 

Moderato — Moderate. 

Presto — ^Very quick. 

Prestissimo — With greatest rapidity. 



MELODICS : Pitch of Tones. 

THE STAFF. 

25. The Staff is used to represent the relative 
pitch of Tones. It consists of five lines and ixmi 
spaces, each line and space being called a degree. 
Thus the staff contains nine degrees and the sentence. 
" Name the degrees on which these notes are found," 
means " Name the lines and spaces on which these 
notes are found." 

26. Added lines are used to represent tones 
which are too high or too low to be represented upon 
the Staff. They may be placed above and below the 
staff to any extent desired, as they are simply a con- 
tinuation of the staff, the note immediately above or 
below the Staff being in a Space, 

27. The lines and spaces of the Staff are named 
from the lowest upwards, ist line, ist space, 2d line^ 
2d space, etc. 

28* The added lines and spaces are named firom. 
the first line, space below, ist line below, etc ; and 
from the fifth line, space above, ist line above, etc. 
2d space aboTe. 



1st line aboTe. 
ffth Une. — 
4th Une. — 
3d line. — 

2d line 

Ist Une. — 



1st spaoe above. 



4th space. 
3d~space7~ 
2d spaoe._ 
~liit space*. 



Ist Une below. 



1st space below. 



2d space below. 

29. Each degree is designated by one of the first 
seven letters of tihe alphabet, the position of the letter 
never changing unless the Clef be changed. 

30. Instead of placing a letter on the staff to 
show the abstract pitch, certain diaracters are used 

A. called ClefSy which show how the letters gp 
5F are applied. Thus, the Treble clef marks iB 

fen- the position of C on the staff, in the third 

KJ space; and the Bass clef, marks the position cuv' 
of C in the second space. 

31 • In four-part songs the Soprano and Alto are 
written in the Treble^ and the Tenor and Bass ix^ 
the Hass Clef. There are other clefe used by cer< 
tain orchestral instruments, as the Alto def, marking 
the position of C on the third line (viola), and the 
Tenor clef, marking the position of C on the fourth, 
line (trombone). 



SOPRANO AND ALTO. 



TBNOR AND BASS. 




The C on die first line below the Treble Staff, and 
the C on the first line above the Bass, represent the 
same tone. It is called Middle C The tones of the 
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Female voice are an octave higher than those of the 
Male, hence a Soprano solo sung by a Tenor sounds 
an octave lower than the notes in which it is written. 

32. The different parts are commonly represented 
in music by two or more staves, united by a Brace^ 
and called a Score. 

33. The Absolute Pitch of Tones (the pitch 
independent of scale relationship), is designated by 
the letters naming the degrees of the Staff; as, A, B, 
C, D, E, F, G. The position of these letters is fixed 
and unchangeable while the clef remains unchanged. 

34. The difference of pitch between auy two 
tones, as firom A to B, from A to E, from C to G, etc, 
is called an Interval. A true knowledge of inter- 
vals can only be communicated through the Ear. 
The pupil must listen carefully to tones and compare 
them constantly. Without this practical acquaintance 
with the subject, names, definitions and illustrations 
are of little account. 

3IS« In the re^lar succession of the Natural 
Tones, there are two kinds of intervals, laiger and 
smaller. The larger intervals are called Tones and 
the smaller Semi-Tones. The successive tones 
of the major scale, in all the keys, occur in the fol- 
lowing oivler: Between one and two, a tone; be- 
tween two and three, a tone; between three and four, 
a semi-tone; between four and five, a tone; between 



five and six, a tone; between six and seven, a tone; 
and between seven and eight, a semi-tone. These two 
half-tones in the octave afford infinite variety in music. 
Were the eight natural sounds in the octave equi- 
distant one from another, there being no semi-tones, 
tl\e keys would differ only in acuteness and not in 
quality^ as now. Choose melodies from the book in 
the different keys and give the pupils exercise in read- 
ing these intervals of tones and semi-tones. 

36. Between any two tones of the Staff having 
the interval of a step, another tone may be inserted, 
dividing the step into two half-steps. Thus, a tone 
may be inserted between C and D, etc. Some sing- 
ers of Southern Europe add a certain brilliancy of 
effect by again dividing the half-step ; but ability to 
do this is not possessed by the people of Central or 
Northern Europe, or of America. 

37. The degrees of the Staff represent these in- 
serted tones by the aid of characters called Sharps 
and Flats, Thus, a tone inserted between C and D, 
is named C sharps or D flat, 

38. A Sharpy %t placed on a degpree, raises the 
pitch of a tone a naif-step ; a Flat, 1?, placed on it, 
lowers the pitch of a tone a half-step below that 
named by the letter. 

39. l^e power of a sharp or a flat may be can- 
celled by a character called a Natural 9 1]- 



Bangle of the BEuman Voice. — The compass of every human voice for singing must fall some- 
where within the wide range of notes given herewith. But, of course, no single voice has ever been equal to 
these thirty-one notes at any one period in life. The boy who sings a high soprano may take nearly all the 
upper notes, but when grown to manhood his voice '< changes," and he has ability tossing only in the three 
lower octaves. As to the range of notes here found, it requires a phenomenal Bass to reach the lowest (Great 
Double C)t and a Soprano only less remarkable to sing the highest (e'O with confidence and musical effect 
If the reader has not learned the compass of his own voice, it will be both interesting and satisfactory to test, 
with piano or organ, for its highest and lowest notes, as well as for those tones in which it is strong and full, or 
weak and uncertain. By intelligent practice the compass may be increased and the tones improved. 



[K Q 1 


1 — 1 — 1 rr-ri-J- (--rh^- \^^ ^\ 


g)4 T 

i^y.^ 1 — 


1 — 1 — 1 — -ffi^^^rm ' ' 1 — — \ 

-nh-1— j-^f C^l- 1 — 1 — 1 


.^4 ill 


JjU'll^^f^^ 1 — 1 — 1 



The Staff in the Bass clef extends from G to A- 
Three notes intervene between this and the staff in 
the Treble, which, as will be seen, may be written m 
either clef, above the Bass or below the Treble. Of 
these, the middle note (c) is known as " Middle " C — 
because midway between the two clefs. The treble 
clef extends from e to f . All the letters below G in 
the bass and e in the treble, occupy places in success- 
ive order downwards on the added lines and spaces 
below the staff; all above A in the bass and f in the 
treble on the added lines above the staft «« Middle 
C " (c) corresponds to the fourth note on the G string 
of the violin at ordinary concert pitch, or to Middle C 
on piano or organ. Great Double C, or Contra C, as 
it is called, having about thirty-three vibrations to the 
second, the next higher C doubles that number; and 
so on, each octave higher doubling the number of vi- 
brations of the octave next below it 

The entire range of the human voice in music— from 
lowest Bass to highest Soprano — ^may be reckoned 
from E I? below the staff in the bass clef, four octaves, 
to Ej? above the staff in the treble clef. Vocal sounds 
lower or higher than this seem to have little power of 
expression in any sense. Voices are usually consid- 
ered under three divisions for the male, and four for 



the female sex; Bass, Barytone, and Tenor, Con- 
tralto, Alto, Mezzo Soprano, and Soprano. The usual 
range of the Bass is from F or !E below the bass clef, 
rarely lower, two octaves to f ; Barytone, from Gf on 
first line of bass clef, two octaves, to g ; Tenor, fiom » 
C, two octaves, to c' ; Contralto, the deepest female 
voice, from F to c", being two and one-half octaves; 
Alto, two octaves, firom F to f ; Mezzo Soprano, from 
A to a'; and Soprano from « Middle C " (c), two oc- 
taves to c'^ which is also indicated as c'- Middle C 
has about 132 vibrations to the second, and is pro- 
duced by sound waves from eight to nine feet apart 
Waves at half that distance apart, produce a tone one 
octave higher, half that again the next higher octave, 
and so on. In large organs, C, an octave below Con- 
tra C, with 16^ vibrations per second, is reached, but 
the effect is imperfect. The piano readies a^, with 
3,520 vibrations per second, and sometimes c', with 
4,224 vibrations. The highest note taken in the or- 
chestra is probably d*, on the piccolo flute, with 4,752 
vibrations. The practical range in music is from 40 
to 4,000 vibrations per second, embracing seven oc- 
taves. The human ear is, however, able to compass 
eleven octaves, that is to say, it notes vibrations rang- 
ing from 16^ up to 38,000 in a single second of time. 
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40. A Double Sharpy ^, is used on a degree 
affected by a sharp, to represent a tone a half-step 
above the one affected by the sharp ; its power may be 
cancelled by a sharp and natural, ^ j}. A I>ou1>le 
Flat, \^i is used on a degpree anected by a flat, to 
represent a tone a half-step below the one affected by 
a flat ; it may be cancelled by a flat and natural, j? |||. 

41* The Sifimature of a Staff is the part be- 
tween the clef and the fraction ; it is named from the 
number of sharps or flats which it contains. If there 
is no signature, the notes correspond with the white 
keys of piano or organ. 

42. A sharp or a flat in the signature applies not 
only to the degree on which it stands, but also to all 
others which represent the same pitch. 

43* A sharp, a flat, or a natural, placed outside 
the signature, is called an Accidentaly — appearing 
"accidentally" in the measure— and applies only to 
the degree on which it stands. 

44* If not cancelled, as stated above, the signifi- 
cation of a signature extends to the end of the Staff; 
that of an accidental — whether flat, sharp or natural — 
extends no fiirther than the measure in which it appears, 
except when the last note of a measure is flat or 
sharp, and the first note of the following measure is 
the same letter ; then, if it is sjrncopated, the influence 
of the accidental extends to that note. 

THE DIATONIC SCALE. 

45« The Relative IHtck of tones is indicated by 
a Scale, or Tone Ladder. 

46* The Diatonic Scale» generally called the 
ScaUy consists of a regular succession of intervals 
fi-om the key-note to the octave, ist, 2d, 3d, 4th, 5th, 
6th, 7th, 8th, or octave, it having been found most 
agreeable to join to the seven sounds of one group 
the first of the next higher, making eight in all. The 
key-note is the first note in the Scale. This Scale is 
also called the Major Scale, to distinguish it from 
another scale, having its semitones in different order, 
and called the Minor Scale. In the compass of the 
scale there are five whole tones or degrees and two 
semi-tones or half-degrees. Commencing on C, that 
is making C one of the scale, these semi-tones are 
found between the 3d and 4th and 7th and 8th 
degrees. Here we find between the ist and 3d degrees 
two whole tones, making a •* major " or greater Siird. 
All music written on the scale when so constructed is 
said to be in the major keys; and this scale can only 
be formed from the notes in their natural order by 
commencing on C. There is, however, another series 
of notes, equally well-fitted for expressing musical 
ideas, which is formed by commencing on A instead 
of C, and which, in the natural order of tones, can 
begin only on A. In this scale the semi-tones always 
fall between 2 and 3 and 5 and 6. Here between 
the 1st and 3d degrees there are not two whole tones, 
but only a tone and a half, making the *' minor " or 
lower third. All music written on the scale when so 
constructed is said to be in the minor keys, which are 
often most expressive. 

47. The tones are named by Numbers and also by 
Syllables, the latter to afford greater variety of vowel 
sounds for practice, as well as to form an easy associa- 
tion of degree name and relative pitch of tone — ^the 
same syllable being always used in singing the same 
tone. Do is always one. Re always two, and so on. 
The numbers and syllables are as follows : 

By numbers: I, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8. 

By syllables: Do, Re, Mi, Fa, Sol, La, Si, Do. 
(PronouDced Doe, Ray, Mee, Fah, Sole, Lah, See, Doe. ) 



The names of the notes, /?<?, Re, Mi, etc., vibrate 
throughout the scale, their places depending wholly 
upon the location of the Key-note, which is always 
called Do, and numbered one-, 

48. There are, as has already been said, two kinds 
of intervals in the Diatonic scale : Steps and Half- 
steps, the intervals between 3 and 4, and 7 and 8, 
being half-steps, while all the others are steps. The 
half-steps, or semi-tones, should always be sung 
«* sharp," the voice being slightly pressed or driven 
above, rather than permitted to fall below the tone 
indicated by the note upon the staff. 

49. In writing the Scale, any tone may be taken 
as one, or Do; when this is determined, the others 
must follow in regular order. In the examples below, 
one or Do is placed on C, as the intervals of the stafi^ 
beginning with C, correspond with those of the scale. 
All the steps in the key of C are therefore natural 
steps. As shown in the following examples, the scale 
is extended upwards, by r^^arding eight, or the octave 
above one, as one of an upper scale ; and downwards, 
by regarding one as eight of a lower scale. 

50. The Scale, as written upon the staff, in the 
key of C, in both defs, is as follows : — 



y >i i^ 


iff _o /3 (* ^ 


If \ ^ ^ ^ ^ 


X^J 






U 


_^_ ^ ^ r^ 

1. a, 3» 4, 
Do, ze, mi, &, 


S, 6, 7, 8ori, •, 3. 
sol, la, si, do, re, mi. 




^ in ^ 


^ ^ f^ 


P^ 


irr-iShS-^ 


*^ « 


^mf 




- ^ 



I, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8 or I, s, 3, xorS. 
Do, re, mi, &, sol, la, si, do, sol, mi, do. 

THE TONE LADDER. 

51* The fact that these Eight Degrees include 
every possible distance except the none and decemt 
(ninth and tenth), at which musical tones can be 
placed from each other, was discovered some centuries 
ago in Italy. When sung consecutively the thought 
of ascending or descending a ladder was naturally 
suggested, and the term « Scale" (Italian word Scala,, 
meaning "ladder,") was adopted. The propriety of 
the name has caused it to be retained by musicians. 
The order of tones being a " ladder," the distances 
between them are naturally called steps. The tones 
of the Scale can only be learned by imitation. 

The Scale or Tone Ladder may be drawn or neatly 
painted on the blackboard for permanent use in the 
form here shown, six or eight inches wide and eigh- 
teen high, which will afford spaces three inches in 
height to represent tone intervals, and one and a-half 
inch spaces for the semi-tones. Let the scale names 
and numbers be given as here. The exercises should 
be written by the side of the scale in bold All- 
ures. Commas may be used after the figures to m- 
dicate short notes, and the dash for notes prolonged. 
With the pointer, the teacher can direct the work of 
the class more readily, singing the exercises back- 
wards as well as forwards, by numbers, by syllables^ 
by letters, and by simple vowel sounds. 

The following exercises which may be placed upon 
the board, as well as sung from the page, will afford 
much variety of useful practice. They may be greatly 
varied, and supplemented by others to almost any ex- 
tent But it is advised that, at first, they be taken in 
the order here presented, in short lessons, so that noth- 
ing is passed that is not well learned. Let this drill 
exercise be pleasantly varied by rote singing— at- 
tractive songs and familiar hymns being preferred — 
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all of which may afterwards be written in the numer- 
als. These figures can be so written as to represent 
three octaves, by placing a dash above those that b\\ 
below the staff, below those that are above the staflF, 
and before and after those upon the staff— the dash 
all the while representing the Sta£ 



(? 

6 
6 

(J 

S 

1 



1, 2- 2, 1- 
l,2,a-3,2,l- 
1,2,3,4-4,3,2,1- 
Mi 1,2,3,4,5^5,4,3,2,1- 
Re 1,2, 3, 4, 5, 6- 6, 5, 4, 3,2,1- 
^12S45678-87654S21- 



1884 1498 

1848 1489 
1894 9184 

1849 9148 



I. 

9814 8194 
9841 8149 
9418 8914 
9481 8941 



8419 4918 

8491 4981 

4198 4819 

4189 4891 



6878 
5687 
5768 
5786 
5867 



6678 
6687 
6758 
6785 
6857 



II. 

7568 
7686 
7658 
7685 

7866 



8567 
8576 
8667 
8675 
8766 



5876 6875 7866 8765 



186 
168 
815 
861 
518 
581 



1858 
1885 
1688 
1688 



1885 
1858 
8158 
8186 



III. 

8518 5188 
8581 6188 
8815 5818 
8851 6881 



5818 
5881 
8185 
8168 



8815 
8861 
8518 
8681 



IV. 

1468 1846 4618 6148 6814 8416 

1486 1864 4681 6184 6S41 8461 

1648 4168 4816 6418 8146 8614 

1684 4186 4861 6481 8164 8641 

Y. 

1, 9, 1, 8, 1, 4, 1, 5, 1, 6, 1, 7, 1, 8- 

8, 1, 7, 1, 6, 1 , 5, 1, 4, 1, 8, 1, 9, 1- 

1, 8, 9, 4, 8, 6, 4, 6, 5, 7, 8- 

8, 6, 7, 5, 6, 4, 5, 8, 4, 9, 8, 1- 

VI. 

1, 8, 5, 8, 7, 6, 5- 6, 6, 6, 6, 6, 4, 8- 
8, 9, 1, 8, 6, 8, 6 -- 6, 6 , 5, 4, 8, 9, 1— 

1, 8, 1) 8) 6) 8, 5 — 5, 8j 7, 69 6, 8> 5 — 

5, 8, 5, 6, 5, 8, 5- 5, 8, 6, 4, 8, 9, 1- 

VII. 

8,9,1,8,6,8,5- 1,8,5,8,7,6,5- 1,1,8,8,4,9,1 

6,8,6,5,4,8,9- 5,5,6,5,4,8,9- 1,8,5,8,6,4,8 

9.8.4.9.8.4.5- 9,8,4,9,8,4,5- 4,8,9,4,8,4,6 
5,8,1,4,8,9,1- 6,8,5,4,8,9,1- 6,6,5,4,8,9,1 

VIII. 

8.8.8.9.8.4.6— 1,1,8,8,7,6,5- 8,7,6,6,6,7,8 
6,6,6,5,4,8,9— 5,8,1,8,6,4,9— 8,1,9,8,4,8,9 
8,8,8,9,8,4,5- 9,6,1,5,6,7,8- 4,9,8,1,4,9,8 
6,7,8,1,8,9,1- 8,1,5,4,8,9,1- 8,8,8,1,6,5,1 

MELODIES IN FIGURES. 
1,1,6,5,6,6,6- 
4,4,8,8,9,9,1- 
:5, 5, 4, 4, 8, 8,2: 
1,1,6,5,6,6,6- 
4,4,8,1,2,8,1- 



8,1,6,5,4,8,9- 
8,1,5,5,5,4,6- 
8,9,1,6,5,4,8- 
8,8,5,8,8,9,1- 



1, 8, 6, 8, 6, 8, 5 
6,8,6,5,4,8,9 
4,8,6,5,6,7,8 
8,6,5,1,8,9,1 



It is of prime importance that there should be a 
feeling of confidence and prompt readiness — "sure 
touch " — in passing from one degree of the Scale to 
another. This can be acquired most readily, as ex- 



perience has shown, by frequent exerdses upon the nu- 
merals, alternating with the names of notes, etc., and 
hence much of this practice is here condensed into 
little space. The Scale should be regarded as the 
unit in thinking sounds, and should be taught as a 
whole. The practice of the sounds as relative mental 
objects, should then form a part of each lesson until 
these relative sounds are familiar in every ordinary 
relation to each other. 

Simple melodies and fiuniliar tunes may be written 
on the blackboard in numerals^ followed by commas 
or dashes, as the notes are short or long. Pupils may 
thus be femiliarized with the third, fourth, fifth or 
other intervals, by associating them with like inter- 
vals in tunes with which they are perfectly ^miliar. 
This will be found a hint of much practical value. 
No other country gives so much attention to music as 
Germany, and this, with German teachers, is a favorite 
method of fixing in the mind certain scale intervals. 

Too little attention is directed to developing tone 
perception in the minds of pupils. The teacher who 
sings should frequently sound the key-note, then sing 
aA or la to any tone or tones in the scale, and have 
the pupils name the number and syllable, and (when 
the key is announced), the letter. The same training 
can be given by sounding the key-note, and having 
a part of the class sing the tones indicated by the 
pointer, while the rest of the class, with their backs 
turned, name the tones that have been sung. To 
know the name of the note is a very different matter 
fipom being able to sense the tone^ and much less im- 
portant. This practical knowledge of tones is essentiaL 

The teacher should cultivate a soft, distinct, and 
pleasing quality of tone. A good style of singing 
can only be acquired by imitation, and that of the 
teacher should be worthy to be imitated. In these ex- 
ercises the numerals, or names of the sounds, may be 
sung first; then the syllables. Do, Re, Mi, etc. ; then ' 
the letters or the pitch of the sounds, and finally the 
syllable ah^ or /tj, for each note. Be careful that 
every tone is sung with precision. Use D as one^ 
throughout the above exercises, afterwards the scale of 
E I?, E, and C. Be sure that the pitch is correct Test 
frequently for correct pitch, with tuning fork, pitch- 
pipe, piano, or organ. The " scale " is sung by the 
Syllables ; the names of the successive sound inter- 
vals by the Numerals ; the pitch of the sounds (tfie 
key being known) by the Letters — a distinction 
which will be of interest to intelligent pupils. This 
should be so well known to the class that there can 
be no mistake as to what is meant when the teacher 
uses the terms, ** Scale,'' "Name,"' ** Pitch,'' as words 
of command during the singing exercise. 

Teachers who are not familiar with the scale can, of 
themselves, by the aid of the organ or piano, readily 
master the succession of tones found in these exer- 
cises. The difficulty is not great, and the pleasure 
and profit to teacher and school will be positive and 
lasting — each step forward giving courage for another. 

Observe the following directions for singing : i. Let 
the body be erect, avoiding stiffness or restraint. 2. 
Take breath easily and naturally, without raising the 
shoulders. 3. Let the mouth be well opened, taking 
care to avoid rigidity of the muscles of the throat and 
neck. 4. Aim at purity of tone, rather than mere 
power. 5. Practice frequently, singing the vowel a 
(ah), entoivoring to produce the sound in the front 
part of the mouth. It is recommended to preface the 
a (ah) with the vowels 00, o, singing them rapidly 
and uniting them with the a, and dwelling upon the 
a; thus, oo, 0, a. This prevents the sound from 
being made too far back in the mouth. 6. Articulate 
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distinctly, but without apparent effort 7. In singing 
loud passages, be very careful to avoid shouting. 

THE KEY-NOTE. 

52. The Key-note is One of the Scale, and is 
called the Tonic. A minor third above the tonic 
characterizes the Minor scale ; a major third, the Major. 

53. The Fifth of the Scale is the Dominant. 

54. The Fourth, the Sub-Dominaut. 

55. The Key of a piece of music is the funda- 
mental tone, or one of the Scale in which it is written, 
and it is indicated by the signature. (See Art. 41.) 
It is always Do, and is in music *< what the founda- 
tion is to a house, home to the traveler, or a port to 
the sailor, from which he takes his departure and to 
which after his voyage he hopes to return " — ^the mel- 
ody always ending with the Key-note. The peculiar 
characteristic of this note Do, in the Major keys, is 
that above it, successively, are always first two whole 
tones, then a semi-tone, followed by three whole tones 
and a semi-tone ; then Do again, and order of inter- 
vals as before. The key of C has no signature. The 
signatures of the keys that follow are as here shown: 

G, one sharp — Ft. 

D, two sharps — Ft, Cf. 

A, three sharps— Ft, Ct, Gt. 

E, four sharps— Ft, Ct, Gt, Dt. 

B, five sharps— Ft, Ct, Gt. Dt, At. 
Ft, six sharps— Ft, Ct, Gt, Dt, At, Et. 

F, one flat— Bb. 
Bb, two flats— Bb, Eb. 
Eb, three flats— Bb, Eb, Ab. 
A^, four flats— Bb, Eb, Ab, Db. 
Db, five flats— Bb, Eb, Ab, Db, Gb. 
Gb, six flats— Bb, Eb, Ab, DV, Gb, Cb. 

In singing a tune, the first thing to be done is to 
• find the Key-note as a starting point The order of 
the keys in the sharps may very easily be remembered 
from the initial letters in the sentence, « Good Deeds 
Are Ever-Blooming Flowers,** the last key being 
Ft instead of F. The order of the keys in flats is 
had by reading the sentence backwards, the first key 
being F, and each of the others adding the flat (|7), 
as Bb' Eb' Ab> Db* and Gb- In Minor tunes, the 
key-note is always a minor third, (three semi-tones), 
below the place named for Do in the above Major 
keys. That is, the key-note is major C or minor A; 
G major or E minor; D major or B minor, etc 

*< Next letter above last Sharp," is also a simple 
rule for getting the Key in sharps. One sharp being on 
F, the next letter above is G, the key-note ; two sharps, 
last sharp C, next letter above is D, the key-note; and 
so on. In the flat keys, count four notes back, in- 
cluding the note made flat ; as B |^, back four notes to 
F, the key-note, and so on. 

INTERVALS. 

56. An Interval is the difference of pitch be- 
tween any two tones in the scale. 

Unisons are of the same pitch. A Me^or Second consists 
of a step : a Minor Second of a half-step. A Major Third 
consists of two steps, a Minor Third of a step and a half- 
step. A Perfect Fourth consists of two steps and a half-step; 
an Aupnented Fourth of three steps. A rcrfect Fifth con- 
sists of three steps and a half-step ; a Diminished Fifth of two 
steps and two half-steps. A Perfect Sixth consists of four 
steps and a half-step ; a Diminished Sixth of three steps and 
two half-steps. A Major Seventh consists of five steps and a 
half-step ; a Minor Seventh of four steps and two half-steps. 
A Perfect Octave consists of five steps and two half-steps. 
These are called Diatonic Intervals, as they are all foundin 
the Diatonic Scale. Other intervals, called Chromatic Inter- 
vals, may be formed by the use of sharps and flats. When the 
lower note of the two representing an interval is placed an oc- 
tave higher, or the upper one an octave lower, the interval Is 



said to be Inverted. The degrees of an interval are counted 
upwards, unless the opposite is stated ; and the d^rees occupied 
by the notes, as well as the ones between them, are counted. 

CHROMATIC SCALE. 

57. The GhTOmatic Scale is a regular sac- 
cession of semi-tones. 

58. The tones of the Chromatic Scale are named 
from the tones of the Diatonic Scale, or the letters of 
the staff; the intermediate ones talcing their names 
from one or the other of the tones between which 
they occur, with the addition of the word " sharp " 
or " flat" Thus, the tone inserted between C and D, 
when named with respect to Absolute Pitch, is called 
C Sharp or D Flat; and with respect to Relative 
Pitch is called Sharp One, or Flat Two, This Scale 
is here given, both Ascending and Descendii^ : 
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^^ 



^ 



iS=*»t 
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Permanent names, 

C, Cf, D, Dt, E, F, Ft, G, Gt, A, At. B, C,etc. 
Syllable Names, 

Do, Di, Re, Ri, Mi, Fa, Fi, Sol, Si, La, Le, Si, Do. 
Pronounced, 

Do, Dee JUy,Ree,Mee,Fah, Fee,Sol,See,La,Lay,See, Do. 
Numeral names« 

X, t^, s, t3f 3f 4* t4f 5i tSf 6, t^' 7f 8* etc. 
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f^r f p b ^ 



m 



It 
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A, A|y,G,G(>, F, E, E^,D,D^.C. B, B|y,A. 
La,Xe, Sol, Se, Fa, Mi, Me, Re, Ra. Do, De, Si, La. 

6f b^* 5, bS, 4» 3. ba* a.ba» x, etc. 

THE MINOR SCALE. 

59* The Minor Scale is a Diatonic Scale, and 
is named from its third, which is a minor third ; the 
third of the Major Scale being a major third. The 
minor third is a semi-tone lower than a major third. 

OO. The Minor Scale has various forms. In the 
Katnral Form the half-steps occur between two 
and three, and five and six. Hence, the Natural 
Minor Scale is formed from the Major Scale, by taking 
the last two notes above and placing them below. 

NATURAL MINOR SCALE. 



W 



ZSlL 



-^- 



2ZI 



3f 
Do, 



4» 
Re, 



5> 
Mi, 



6, 
Fa, 



7» 
Sob 



La. 



La, Si, 

61. The Harmonic Form differs from the 
Natural form by the introduction of sharp-seven. 

HARMONIC MINOR SCALE. 



m. 



~SEL 



X, 3. 3, 4, 5, 6* 7. 8- 

La, Si, Do, Re, Mi, Fa, Si, La. 

62* The Melodic Form ii\ ascending has 
sharp-six and sharp-seven, while it usually descends 
by the Natural form. 

63. The Minor Scale, based upon six of the Major 
Scale, is called its relative minor; and the Major 
Scale, based upon three of the Minor Scale, is called 
its relative major. The signature of a minor piece 
of music is the same as its relative major, the addi- 
tional sharps or flats being introduced before the 
proper notes in the piece. Thus, a minor piece in 
the key of E has the signature of G major, that is 
FJt; and d{? is used instead of D. 
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64r« Transposition is changing from one key 
to another, that is, moving Do^ or one — the foot of the 
Tone Ladder — to a higher or lower place on the Staff. 

615, The Transposition of the Scale is changing 
it from one pitch to another — the entire scale being 
transposed — ^the intervals between the tones, however, 
remaining the same. In order to keep the intervals 
of steps and half-steps in the same order as in the 
key of C — ^represented by the white keys of Organ or 
Piano — ^it is necessary to use flats or sharps — ^repre- 
sented on the key-board by the black keys — at each 
transposition, according as one or another degree of 
the staff is made one of the Scale. 

66. All scales are, in a general sense, alike natural. 
Whether the key is C, with neither flats or sharps, 
or E with its four sharps, the singer needs to have no 
consciousness of the &ct He simply sings the scale, 
with no change of thought or impression — ^its intervals 
being the same in all the keys. It is upon this fiict 
that the Tonic Sol-Fa system is based. 

METHOD OP TRANSPOSITION. 

67. The Scale may be transposed from one pitch 
to any other. It is found to be simplest to transpose 
hy fifths and fourths; that is, to change the key-note 
so that five or four of the Old scale will become one 
of the new scale. 

68. If one of the scale b placed on C, the inter- 
vals between the tones namea by the letters corres- 
pond to those of the scale, as will be seen by the fol- 
lowing : Intervals marked by a ^^-s are half-steps. 

C. D, E, F, G, A, B, C 
I. 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8. 

The key of C therefore requires no sharps or flats, 
and is called the Natural key. 

60. If» however, any other letter be taken as one 
of the scale, it will be seen that the intervals do not 
correspond. For example, beginning with G, which 
is the//M of the key of C; 

G, A, B, C, D, E. F, G. 

i» 2, 3» 4t 5» 6, 7, 8. 

From this it will be seen that if one is placed on 
G, F, the fourth of the key of C is a half-step too 
low, and hence the intermediate tone between F and 
G, or F^, must be taken, thus : 

/-^ >^-N 

G, A, B, C, D, E, Y%, G. 

I. 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8. 
The signature of the key of G is therefore FJt. 

70. Beginning with D, the fifth of the key of G, 

and substituting F j| for F : 

D, E, Ff, G, A, B, C, D. 

I. 2» 3» 4. 5» 6, 7, 8. 

It will be observed that C, the fourth of the key 
of G, is a half-step too low, and hence the tone a half- 
step higher, or C tt must be used, thus : 

D, E, Ft G. A. B, Ct, D, 

If 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8. 

The signature of key of D is therefore Ftt and CJt 

71. From the above explanations, we may derive 
the following Rule for Transposition by Fifths : 



To transpose by Fifths, make the fifth of the old 
scale the key-note of the next scale, and use sharp- 
four in place of four of the old scale. This rule is 
briefly stated thus : Sharp-four transposes a fifth. 

72. Again : placing one on F, which is the fourth 
of the key of C ; 



F, 
I, 



G, 
2, 



A, 
3> 4* 



O:, 



6, 



iTi. 



It will be found that B, the seventh of the key of 
C, is a half-step too high, and hence the intermediate 
tone between B and A, or BI?, must be taken, thus : 

F, G, A, Bb» C, D, E, F. 

>» 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8. 
The signature of the key of F is therefore B^. 
73. Beginning with Bb- the fourth of key of F, 



C, D, E, F, 



G, 
6, 



A, Bb- 
7, 8. 



>> 2, 3, 4, 5, 

It will be seen that E, the seventh of the key of F, 
is a half-step too high, and hence the tone a half-step 
lower, or £b must be used, thus : 

Bb' C, D, Ei. F, G, A, Bb- 

h 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8. 

The signature of key of Bj? is therefore B{? and El?. 

74. By an examination of the above explanations 
we may derive the following Rule for Transposition 
by Fourths : Make the fourth of the old scale the 
key-note of the new scale, and use fiat-seven in place 
of seven of the old scale. This rule is briefly stated 
thus : Flat-sewn transposes a fourth. 

75. In transposing by fifths, those keys are reached 
whose signatures are one or more sharps ; in transpos- 
ing by fourths, those keys are reached whose signa- 
tures are one or more flats. 

MELODY, PASSING TONES, Etc. 

76. A Melody is a single succession of tones. 

77. Tones not essentially belonging to a melody, 
called Passings Tones, are often introduced. 
They are usually represented by small notes. 

78. A passing tone that precedes an essential tone 
on an accented part of a measure is called an Ap» 
pogrsriatura ; one that follows an essential tone on 
an unaccented part of a measure, an After-Tone. 

79. A rapid alternation of a tone with the one 
next above it is called a Trill or Shake. It is 
indicated by tr. 

80. A tone sung in rapid succession with the 
tones next above and below it is called a Turn. It 
is indicated by cw . The Trill and the Turn do not 
belong to chorus singing. 

81. Dots placed across a staff before a bar are 
called a Repeat, and indicate that the preceding 
passage is to be repeated. The influence of a Repeat 
extends back to dots placed after a bar; or, if these 
are omitted, to the beginning. 

82. I>a GapOy or I>. C.y indicates a return to 
the banning. Dal Se^no, or D. S.» indicates 
a return to a character called a Sigrn, \ft 

83. Fine indicates the place to ena after a D. C 
or a D. S. 

84. The Hold or Pause* ^^t signifies that the 
sound should be prolonged, and the beating suspended 
until the singer is ready to proceed. 
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85. If two or more tones of a melody are to be 
song to one syllable, the notes representing them are 
generally connected by a character called a Slur* 
The Slur is also used to indicate a Legato movement 

86. If a syllable is to be sung to a tone repre- 
sented by two or more notes, these notes are usually 
connected by a Tie. (See Art. 1 1.) 



DYNAMICS : Power of Tones. 



87. The power of tones may be indicated by the 
ibllowihg Italian words, marks, or abbreviations : 

MezMo, . . . . m, . . . medium. 
PianOf . . . . pi . . . soft. 
Forte, . . . . f , . . . loud. 
Pianissimo, . . pp, . . . very soft. 
Fortissimo, . . fit, . , . very loud. 
Mezzo Piano. . mp, . . moderately soft. 
Mezzo Forte, . mf, . . moderately loud. 
Crescendo, . . cres., or -«c:, . gradual increase. 
Diminuendo, . dim., or :=»>, . gradual decrease. 
Swell, . . . — =^ r=»-, . increase and decrease. 
Sforzando, . «< or 8£z, . , an explosive tone, with 
sudden decrease. 

88. The following words and characters are also 
sometimes used to indicate proper delivery of tcaes : 

Legato, ,.^— *v, tones smooth and connected. 
Staccato, ? f t ones very short and disconnected. 
Semi-Staccato, or Marcato, • • • tones moder- 
ately short and disconneacd. 

89. Vocal Utterance, or the Emission of tone, 
should be instantaneous, decided, and firm; and the 
tone should be free, open, round, full, pure, and 'as 
resonant as possible. 

90. A necessary quality of good singing is the 
proper articulation and pronunciation of the words. 
Avoid singing a word without properly speaking it; 
or speaking a word without properly singing it. Do 
not sing with a too exact, machine-like correctness. 
Be careful and accurate, but put expression, soul, and 
intelligent personality into your work. 

91. Breath should be taken at such places as will 
not mar ^e sense ; at pauses and after emphatic words. 

MARKS OP EXPRESSION. 

92. The following list includes ordinary marks of 
expression, with certain other terms used in music: 
Accelerando, or accel,, accelerate the time, gradually 
&ster and foster; ad libitum, ox ad lib,, at pleasure; 
animato, or con anima, animated, with animated ex- 
pression; affetuoso, tender, affecting; agitato, with 
agitation, anxiously; amoroso or con amore, affec- 
tionately, tenderlv; a tempo, in time ; Bon marcato, 
in pointed, well-marked manner; bis, twice; bril- 
liante, gay, brilliant, sparkling; brio or con brio, 
with brilliancy and spirit; Cantata, a composition of 
several movements, comprising airs, recitations and 
choruses; coda, a close, or additional ending of a 
composition; con affeto, with expression; con dolore, 
mournfully, with grief and pathos; con energia, with 
energy; con expressione, with expression; confuoco, 
with ardor, fire; con grazia, with grace and elegance; 
>^» moto, with agitation, emotion; con spirito, with 
spirit, animation; Declamando, declamato, in decla- 
matory style; dolce, soft, tender, sweet ; doloroso, ten- 
der and pathetic; jff»/r^V^, withenerey; expressvuo, 
with expresdon; Forzando, with sudden increase of 
power; Grave,, with slow and solemn expression; 
Lentando, gradually slower; loco, passage to be 
played exactly as written in regard to the pitch — ^it 
usually occurs after the sign 8»a - - . which means 



that the note or passage thus marked has been raised 
or lowered an octave ; Maestoso, with dignified, ma- 
jestic expression; mesto or mestoso, pensive, sad, 
mournful ; mezzo, in medium degree, as mezzo forte, 
rather loud, mezzo piano, rather soft; mezzo voce, with 
moderation as to tone; molto, much or very, as molto 
voce, with a full voice; Non, not; non troppo, not too 
much; Piu, more; piu mosso, with more motion, 
foster; poco, somewhat, rather, as poco piano, some- 
what soft; poco presto, rather quick; Rallentando, 
{rallen or rail,) gradually slower and softer; reci- 
tando, a speaking manner of performance; recitative, 
musical, declamation; rinforzando, suddenly increas- 
ing in power, ritardando, (ritard or rit.) a retard- 
ing of the movement; Sostenuto, sustained; sotto, 
under, below, as sotto voce, with subdued voice; 
spirito or con spirito, with spirit, animation; spirt- 
toso, with great spirit; Tutti, the whole, full chorus; 
Vigoroso, bold, energetic; veloce^ with rapidity; 
vivace, quick and cheerful; vivo, lively, animated; 
void subito, turn the page quickly. 

CHORDS AND HARMONY. 

93. A Chord is a pleasing combination of tones 
sounded together. 

94. Harmony is a succession of chords, ac- 
cording to the rules of progression and modulation. 

95. The Commoil Chord is formed by com- 
bining any tone with its third and fifth. If the third 
of the chord is a Major third, the chord is a Major 
chord; if Minor, it is a Minor chord. 

96. The chord founded upon the Key-note, or 
Tonic, is called the chord of the Tonic; the chord 
founded upon the Dominant is called the chord of the 
Dominant; and the chord founded upon the Sub- 
Dominant is called the chord of the Sub-Dominant, 

97. The Chord of the Seventh is the com- 
mon chord with the minor-seventh added. This 
chord is generally founded upon the Dominant If 
founded on G, the Dominant of C, it is composed of 
the tones G, B, D, F. 

98. Either the fifth or the octave of a chord may 
be omitted, but the third must always be present, ex- 
cept in the dominant seventh chord. 

99. The different forms of a chord can be made 
by placing either the key-note, or third, or fifth, in the 
bass, the first being the first position, the second the 
second position, and the third the third position of the 
chord. The positions of the chord of C are : 

lit Position. Sd Position. 8d Position. 
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S 



=f= 



lOO. The positions of the chord of the dominant 
seventh are as follows: 

lit Position. 9d Position. 8d Position. 4tli Position. 
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=g^ 



=g 



2^?I 



The above positions are in the key of C It will 
be found to be of advantage for the teacher to explain 
them in all the keys, and to require pupils to write 
them, giving the Tonic, Dominant, Sub-Dominant, 
and Chord of the Seventh, in the different keys. A 
correct knowledge of the laws of Harmony is essen- 
tial to the arrangement of music for voices or instru- 
ments. As it is not possible to treat this subject at 
any lengtii in these pages, the student is referred to 
more extended works for its discussion, and to indi- 
vidual or class training by a competent instructor. 
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